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LONG LIVE THE KING!

CHAPTER 1
THE CROWN PRINCE RUNS AWAY

THE Crown Prince sat in the royal box and swung
his legs. This was hardly princely, but the royal legs
did not quite reach the floor from the high crimson-
velvet seat of his chair.

Prince Ferdinand William Otto was bored. His
royal robes, consisting of a pair of blue serge trou-
sers, a short Eton jacket, and a stiff, rolling collar
of white linen, irked him. -

He had been brought to the Opera House under a
misapprehension. His aunt, the Archduchess Annun-
ciata, had strongly advocated ‘“The Flying Dutch-"
man,” and his English governess, Miss Braithwaite,
had read him some inspiring literature about it. So
here he was, and the Flying Dutchman was not
ghostly at all, nor did it fly. It was, from the royal
box, only too plainly a ship which had length and
height, without thickness. And instead of flying,
after dreary @=ons of singing, it was moved off on
creaky rollers by men whose shadows were thrown
grotesquely on the sea backing.

The orchestra, assisted by a bass solo and inter-
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mittent thunder in the wings, was making a deafen-
ing din. One of the shadows on the sea backing took
out its handkerchief and wiped its nose.

Prince Ferdinand William Otto looked across at
the other royal box, and caught his Cousin Hedwig's
eye. She also had seen the handkerchief; she took
out her own scrap of linen, and mimicked the
shadow. Then, Her Royal Highness the Archduchess
Annunciata being occupied with the storm, she
winked across at Prince Ferdinand William Otto.

In the opposite box were his two cousins, the
Princesses Hedwig and Hilda, attended by Hedwig's
lady in waiting. When a princess of the Court be-
comes seventeen, she drops governesses and takes
to ladies in waiting. Hedwig was eighteen. The
Crown Prince liked Hedwig better than Hilda. Al-
though she had been introduced formally to the
Court at the Christmas-Eve ball, and had been duly
presented by her grandfather, the King, with the
usual string of pearls and her own carriage with
the spokes of the wheels gilded halfway, — only the
King and Prince Ferdinand William Otto had all-
gold wheels, — she still ran off now and then to have
tea with the Crown Prince and Miss Braithwaite in
the schoolroom at the Palace; and she could eat a
great deal of bread-and-butter.

Prince Ferdinand William Otto winked back at
the Princess Hedwig. And just then — ‘‘Listen,
Otto,” said the Archduchess, leaning forward. ‘‘The
‘Spinning Song’ — is it not exquisite?”



THE CROWN PRINCE RUNS AWAY 3

“They are only pretending to spin,” remarked
Prince Ferdinand William Otto.

Nevertheless he listened obediently. He rather
liked it. They had not fooled him at all. They were
not really spinning, — any one could see that, —
but they were sticking very closely to their business
of each outsinging the other, and collectively of
drowning out the orchestra.

The spinning chorus was followed by long and
tiresome solos. The Crown Prince yawned again,
although it was but the middle of the afternoon.
Catching Hedwig's eye, he ran his fingers up through
his thick yellow hair and grinned. Hedwig blushed.
She had confided to him once, while they were walk-
ing in the garden at the summer palace, that she
was thinking of being in love with a young lieutenant
who was attached to the King’s suite. The Prince —
who was called Otto, for short, by the family, be-
cause he actually had eleven names — the Prince
had been much interested. For some time after-
ward he had bothered Miss Braithwaite to define
being in love, but he had had no really satisfactory
answer.

In pursuance of his quest for information, he had
grown quite friendly with the young officer, whose
name was Larisch, and had finally asked to have
him ride with him at the royal riding-school. The
grim old King had granted the request, but it had
been quite fruitless so far after all. Lieutenant La-
risch only grew quite red as to the ears when love was
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mentioned, although he appeared not unwilling to
hear Hedwig’s name.

The Crown Prince had developed a strong liking
for the young officer. He assured Hedwig one time
when she came to tea that when he was king he
would see that she married the lieutenant. But
Hedwig was much distressed.

“I don’t want him that way,” she said. ‘‘Any-
how, I shall probably have to marry some wretch
with ears that stick out and a bad temper. I dare
say he's selected already. As to Lieutenant Larisch,
I'm sure he’s in love with Hilda. You should see
the way he stares at her.”

“Pish!" said Prince Ferdinand William Otto over
his cup. “Hilda is not as pretty as you are. And
Nikky and I talk about you frequently.” .

“Nikky" was the officer. The Crown Prince was
very informal with the people he liked.

“Good gracious!” exclaimed the Princess Hed-
wig, coloring. ‘“And what do you say?”

Miss Braithwaite having left the room, Prince
Ferdinand William Otto took another lump of
sugar. “Say? Oh, not much, you know. He asks
how you are, and I tell him you are well, and that
you ate thirteen pieces of bread at tea, or whatever
it may have been. The day Miss Braithwaite had
the toothache, and you and I ate the fruit-cake her
sister had sent from England, he was very anxious.
He said we both deserved to be ill."”

The Princess Hedwig had been blushing uncom-
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fortably, but now she paled. “He dared to say
that?” she stormed. ‘He dared!” And she had
picked up her muff and gone out in a fine temper.

Only — and this was curious — by the next day
she had forgiven the lieutenant, and was angry at
Ferdinand William Otto. Women are very strange.

So now Ferdinand William Otto ran his fingers

through his fair hair, which was a favorite gesture
of the lieutenant’s, and Hedwig blushed. After that
she refused to look across at him, but sat staring
fixedly at the stage, where Frau Hugli, in a short
skirt, a black velvet bodice, and a white apron, with
two yellow braids over her shoulders, was listening
with all the coyness of forty years and six children
at home to the love-making of a man in a false black
beard. '
The Archduchess, sitting well back, was nodding.
Just outside the royal box, on the red-velvet sofa,
General Mettlich, who was the Chancellor, and had
come because he had been invited and stayed out-
side because he said he liked to hear music, not see
it, was sound asleep. His martial bosom, with its
gold braid, was rising and falling peacefully. Beside
him lay the Prince’s crown, a small black derby
hat.

The Princess Hilda looked across, and smiled and
nodded at Ferdinand William Otto. Then she went
back to the music; she held the score in her hand and
followed it note by note. She was studying music, and
her mother, who was the Archduchess, was watching
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her. But now and then, when her mother’s eyes were
glued to the stage, Hilda stole a glance at the upper
balconies where impecunious young officers leaned
over the rail and gazed at her respectfully.

Prince Ferdinand William Otto considered it all
very wearisome. If one could only wander around
the corridor or buy a sandwich from the stand at the
foot of the great staircase — or, better still, if one
could only get to the street, alone, and purchase one
of the fig women that Miss Braithwaite so despised!
The Crown Prince felt in his pocket, where his week's
allowance of pocket-money lay comfortably un-
touched.

The Archduchess, shielded by the velvet hangings
with the royal arms on them, was now quite com-
fortably asleep. From the corridor came sounds
indicating that the Chancellor preferred making
noises to listening to them. There were signs on the
stage that Frau Hugli, braids, six children, and all,
was about to go into the arms of the man with the
false beard.

The Crown Prince meditated. He could go out
quickly, and be back before they knew it. Even if
he only wandered about the corridor, it would stretch
his short legs. And outside it was a fine day. It
looked already like spring.

With the trepidation of a canary who finds his
cage door open, and, hopping to the threshold, sur-
veys the world before venturing to explore it, Prince
Ferdinand William Otto rose to his feet, tiptoed past
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the Archduchess Annunciata, who did not move, and
looked around him from the doorway.

The Chancellor slept. In the royal dressing-room
behind the box a lady in waiting was sitting and
crocheting. She did not care for opera. A maid was
spreading the royal ladies’ wraps before the fire.
The princesses had shed their furred carriage boots
just inside the door. They were in a row, very small
and dainty.

Prince Ferdinand William Otto picked up his hat
and concealed it by his side. Then nonchalantly,
as if to stretch his legs by walking ten feet up the
corridor and back, he passed the dressing-room door.
Another moment, and he was out of sight around a
bend of the passageway, and before him lay liberty.

Not quite! At the top of the private staircase re-
served for the royal family a guard commonly stood.
He had moved a few feet from his post, however, and
was watching the stage through the half-open door
of a private loge. His rifle, with its fixed bayonet,
leaned against the stair-rail.

Prince Ferdinand William Otto passed behind him
with outward calmness. At the top of the public
staircase, however, he hesitated. Here, everywhere,
were brass-buttoned officials of the Opera House. A
garderobe woman stared at him curiously. There
was a noise from the house, too, — a sound of clap-
ping hands and “bravos.” The little Prince looked
at the woman with appeal in his eyes. Then, with his
heart thumping, he ran past her, down the white
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marble staircase, to where the great doors promised
liberty.

Olga, the wardrobe woman, came out from be-
hind her counter, and stood looking down the marble
staircase after the small flying figure.

‘“Blessed Saints!”” she said, wondering. ‘‘How
much that child resembled His Royal Highness!”

The old soldier who rented opera glasses at the sec-
ond landing, and who had left a leg in Bosnia, leaned
over the railing. ‘“Look at that!” he exclaimed.
‘“He will break a leg, the young rascal! Once I could
have — but there, he issafe! The good God watches
over fools and children.”

“It looked like the little Prince,” said the ward-
robe woman. ‘‘I have seen him often — he has the
same bright hair.”

But the opera-glass man was not listening. He
had drawn a long sausage from one pocket and a roll
from the other, and now, retiring to a far window, he
stood placidly eating — a bite of sausage, a bite of
bread. His mind was in Bosnia, with his leg. And
because old Adelbert’s mind was in Bosnia, and be-
cause one hears with the mind, and not with the ear,
he did not hear the sharp question of the sentry who
ran down the stairs and paused for a second at the
cloak-room. Well for Olga, too, that old Adelbert
did not hear her reply..

‘“He has not passed here,”” she said, with wide and
honest eyes, but with an ear toward old Adelbert.
‘“An old gentleman came a moment ago and got a
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sandwich, which he had left in his overcoat. Per-
haps this is whom you are seeking?”’

The sentry cursed, and ran down the staircase, the
nails in his shoes striking sharply on the marble.

At the window, old Adelbert cut off another slice
of sausage with his pocket-knife and sauntered back
to his table of opera glasses at the angle of the balus-
trade. The hurrying figure of the sentry below
caught his eye. ‘‘ Another fool!"’ he grumbled, look-
ing down. ‘‘One would think new legs grew in place
of old ones, like the claws of the sea-creatures!’’

But Olga of the cloak-room leaned over her checks,
with her lips curved up in a smile. ‘‘The little one!”
she thought. ‘“And such courage! He will make a
great king! Let him have his prank like the other
children, and — God bless him and keep him!”’



CHAPTER 1II
AND SEES THE WORLD

THE Crown Prince was just a trifle dazzled by the
brilliance of his success. He paused for one breath-
less moment under the porte-cochére of the opera
house; then he took a long breath and turned to the
left. For he knew that at the right, just around the
corner, were the royal carriages, with his own drawn
up before the door, and Beppo and Hans erect on the
box, their haughty noses red in the wind, for the
early spring air was biting. .

So he turned to the left, and was at once swallowed
up in the street crowd. It seemed very strange to
him. Not that he was unaccustomed to crowds. Had
he not, that very Christmas, gone shopping in the
city, accompanied only by one of his tutors and Miss
Braithwaite, and bought for his grandfather, the
King, a burnt-wood box, which might hold either
neckties or gloves, and for his cousins silver photo-
graph frames?

But this was different, and for a rather peculiar
reason. Prince Ferdinand William Otto had never
seen the back of a crowd! The public was always
lined up, facing him, smiling and bowing and God-
blessing him. Small wonder he thought of most of
his future subjects as being much like the ship in the
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opera, meant only to be viewed from the front. Also,
it was surprising to see how stiff and straight their
backs were. Prince Ferdinand William Otto had
never known that backs could be so rigid. Those
with which he was familiar had a way of drooping
forward from the middle of the spine up. It was
most interesting.

The next hour was full of remarkable things. For
one, he dodged behind a street-car and was almost
run over by a taxicab. The policeman on the corner
came out, and taking Ferdinand William Otto by
the shoulder, gave him a talking-to and a shaking.
Ferdinand William Otto was furious, but policy
kept him silent; which proves conclusively that the
Crown Prince had not only initiative — witness his
flight — but self-control and diplomacy. Lucky
country, to have in prospect such a king!

But even royalty has its weaknesses. At the next
corner Ferdinand William Otto stopped and in-
vested part of his allowance in the forbidden fig lady,
with arms and legs of dates, and eyes of cloves. He
had wanted one of these ever since he could remem-
ber, but Miss Braithwaite had sternly refused to
authorize the purchase. In fact, she had had one of
the dates placed under a microscope, and had shown
His Royal Highness a number of interesting and

- highly active creatures who made their homes
therein.

His Royal Highness recalled all this with great
distinctness, and, immediately dismissing it from
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his mind, ate the legs and arms of the fig woman with
enjoyment. Which — not the eating of the legs and
arms, of course, but to be able to dismiss what is un-
pleasant — is another highly desirable royal trait.

So far his movements had been swift and entirely
objective. But success rather went to his head. He
had never been out alone before. Even at the sum-
mer palace there were always tutors, or Miss Braith-
waite, or an aide-de-camp, or something. He hesita-
tated, took out his small handkerchief, dusted his
shoes with it, and then wiped his face. Behind was
the Opera, looming and gray. Ahead was— the park.

Note the long allée between rows of trees trimmed
to resemble walls of green in summer, and curiously
distorted skeletons in winter; note the coffee-houses,
where young officers in uniforms sat under the trees,
reading the papers, and rising to bow with great
clanking and much ceremony as a gold-wheeled car-
riage or a pretty girl went by.

Prince Ferdinand William Otto had the fulfillment
of a great desire in his small, active mind. This was
nothing less than a ride on the American scenic rail-
road, which had secured a concession in a far corner
of the park. Hedwig’s lieutenant had described it
to him — how one was taken in a small car to a
dizzy height, and then turned loose on a track which
dropped giddily and rose again, which hurled one
through sheet-iron tunnels of incredible blackness,
thrust one out over a gorge, whirled one in mad
curves around corners of precipitous heights, and
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finally landed one, panting, breathless, shocked, and
reeling, but safe, at the very platform where one had
purchased one’s ticket three eternities, which were
only minutes, before.

Prince Ferdinand William Otto had put this prop-
osition, like the fig woman, to Miss Braithwaite.
Miss Braithwaite replied with the sad history of an
English child who had clutched at his cap during a
crucial moment on a similar track at the Crystal
Palace in London.

““When they picked him up,” she finished, ‘‘ every
bone in his body was broken.”

‘‘ Every bone?”’

‘““Every bone,” said Miss Braithwaite solemnly.

‘The little ones in his ears, and all?”’

‘“Every one,” said Miss Braithwaite, refusing to
weaken.

The Crown Prince had pondered. ‘‘ He must have
felt like jelly,” he remarked, and Miss Braithwaite
had dropped the subject.

So now, with freedom and his week’s allowance,
except the outlay for the fig woman, in his pocket,
Prince Ferdinand William Otto started for the Land
of Desire. The allée was almost deserted. It was the
sacred hour of coffee. The terraces were empty, but
from the coffee-houses along the drive there came a
cheerful rattle of cups, a hum of conversation.

As the early spring twilight fell, the gas-lamps
along the allée, always burning, made a twin row of
palestars ahead. At the end, even as the wanderer
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gazed, he saw myriads of tiny red, white, and blue
lights, rising high in the air, outlining the crags and
peaks of the sheet-iron mountain which was his des-
tination. The Land of Desire was very near!

There came to his ears, too, the occasional rumble
that told of some palpitating soul being at that mo-
ment hurled and twisted and joyously thrilled, as per
the lieutenant’s description.

Now it is a strange thing, but true, that one does
not reach the Land of Desire alone; because the half
of pleasure is the sharing of it with some one else, and
the Land of Desire, alone, is not the Land of Desire
at all. Quite suddenly, Prince Ferdinand William
Otto discovered that he was lonely. He sat down on
the curb under the gas-lamp and ate the fig woman'’s
head, taking out the cloves, because he did not like
cloves. At that moment there was a soft whirring
off to one side of him, and a yellow bird, rising and
falling erratically on the breeze, careened suddenly
and fell at his feet. .

Prince Ferdinand William Otto bent down and
picked it up. It was a small toy aeroplane, with yel-
low silk planes, guy-ropes of waxed thread, and a
wooden rudder, its motive power vested in a tightly
twisted rubber. One of the wings was bent. Ferdi-
"nand William Otto straightened it, and looked
around for the owner.

A small boy was standing under the next gas-
lamp. “Gee!”’ he said in English. *Did you see it
go that time?"’
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Prince Ferdinand William Otto eyed the stranger.
He was about his own age, and was dressed in a short
pair of corduroy trousers, much bloomed at the knee,
a pair of yellow Russia-leather shoes that reached
well to his calves, and, over all, a shaggy white
sweater, rolling almost to his chin. On the very back
of his head he had the smallest cap that Prince Fer-
dinand William Otto had ever seen.

Now, this was exactly the way in which the Crown
Prince had always wished to dress. He was sud-
denly conscious of the long trousers on his own small
legs, of the ignominy of his tailless Eton jacket and
stiff, rolling collar, of the crowning disgrace of his
derby hat. But the lonely feeling had gone from him.

“This is the best time for flying,” he said, in his
perfect English. ‘“All the exhibition flights are at
sundown.”

The boy walked slowly over and stood looking
down at him. ‘' You ought to see it fly from the top
of Pike’s Peak!” he remarked. He had caught sight
of the despised derby, and his eyes widened, but with
instinctive good-breeding he ignored it. ‘‘That’s
Pike’s Peak up there.”

He indicated the very top of the Land of Desire.
The Prince stared up.

“How does one get up?’’ he queried.

“Ladders. My father’s the manager. He lets me
up sometimes.”’

Prince Ferdinand William Otto stared with new
awe at the boy. He found the fact much more re-
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markable than if the stranger had stated that his
father was the King of England. Kings were, as
you may say, directly in Prince Ferdinand William
Otto's line, but scenic railroads —

‘I had thought of taking a journey on it,”” he said,
after a second’s reflection. ‘““Do you think your
father will sell me a ticket?”

“Billy Grimm will. I'll go with you.”
~ The Prince rose with alacrity. Then he stopped.

He must, of course, ask the strange boy to be his
guest. But two tickets! Perhaps his allowance was
not sufficient.

“I must see first how much it costs,”” he said with
dignity.

The other boy laughed. *Oh, gee! You come with
me. It won't cost anything,’”’ he said, and led the
way toward the towering lights.

For Bobby Thorpe to bring a small boy to ride
with him was an everyday affair. Billy Grimm, at the
ticket-window, hardly glanced at the boy who stood,
trembling with anticipation, in the shadow of the
booth.

The car came, and they climbed in. Perhaps, as
they moved off, Prince Ferdinand William Otto had
a qualm, occasioned by the remembrance of the Eng-
lish child who had met an untimely end; but if he
did, he pluckily hid it.

““Put your lid on the floor of the car,” said Bobby
Thorpe, depositing his own atom there. ‘‘Father
says, if you do that, you're perfectly safe.”
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Prince Ferdinand William Otto divined that this
referred to his hat, and drew a small breath of relief.
And then they were off, up an endless, clicking road-
way, where at the top the car hung for a breathless
second over the gulf below; then, fairly launched,
out on a trestle, with the city far beneath them, and
only the red, white, and blue lights for company;
and into a tunnel, filled with roaring noises and swift-
moving shadows. Then came the end of all things —
a flying leap down, a heart-breaking, delirious thrill,
an upward sweep just as the strain was too great for
endurance.

“Isn’t it bully?” shouted the American boy
against the onrush of the wind.

“Fine!” shrieked His Royal Highness, and braced
himself for another dip into the gulf.

Above the roaring of the wind in their ears, neither
child had heard the flying feet of a dozen horses com-
ing down:the allée. They never knew that a hatless
young lieutenant, white-lipped with fear, had
checked his horse to its haunches at the ticket-booth,
and demanded to know who was in the Land of
Desire.

*“Only the son of the manager, and a boy friend of
his,” replied Billy Grimm, in what he called the lingo
of the country. “What’s wrong? Lost anybody?"

But Hedwig’s lieutenant had wheeled his horse
without a word, and, jumping him over the hedge of
the allée, was off in a despairing search of the out-
skirts of the park, followed by his cavalrymen.
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As the last horse leaped the hedge and disap-
peared, the car came to a stop at the platform.
Quivering, Prince Ferdinand William Otto reached
down for the despised hat.

‘“Would you like to go around again?’’ asked
Bobby, quite casually.

His Highness gasped with joy. ‘‘If —if you would
be so kind!”’ he said.

And at the lordly wave of Bobby's hand, the car
moved on.



CHAPTER III
DISGRACED

AT eight o'clock that evening the Crown Prince Fer-
dinand William Otto approached the Palace through
the public square. He approached it slowly, for two
reasons. First, he did not want to go back. Second,
he was rather frightened. He had an idea that they
would be disagreeable.

There seemed to be a great deal going on at the
palace. Carriages were rolling in under the stone
archway and, having discharged their contents,
mostly gentlemen in uniform, were moving off with
a thundering of hoofs that reéchoed from the vaulted
roof of the entrance. All the lights were on in the
wing where his grandfather, the King, lived alone.
As his grandfather hated lights, and went to bed
early, Prince Ferdinand William Otto was slightly
puzzled.

He stood in the square and waited for a chance to
slip in unobserved.

He was very dirty. His august face was streaked
with soot, and his august hands likewise. His small
derby hat was carefully placed on the very back of
his head at the angle of the American boy’s cap. As
his collar had scratched his neck, he had, at Bobby’s
suggestion, taken it off and rolled it up. He decided,
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as he waited in the square, to put it on again. Miss
Braithwaite was very peculiar about collars. -

Came a lull in the line of carriages. Prince Ferdi-
nand William Otto took a long breath and started
forward. As he advanced he stuck his hands in his
pockets and swaggered a trifle. It was, as nearly as
possible, an exact imitation of Bobby Thorpe's walk.
And to keep up his courage, he quoted that young
gentleman’s farewell speech to himself: ‘“What
d’ you care? They won’t eat you, will they?"”’

At the entrance to the archway stood two sen-
tries. They stood as if they were carved out of wood.
Only their eyes moved. And within, in the court
around which the Palace was built, were the King's
bodyguards. Mostly they sat on a long bench and
exchanged conversation, while one of them paced
back and forth, his gun over his shoulder, in front
of them. Prince Ferdinand William Otto knew them
all. More than once he had secured cigarettes from
Lieutenant Larisch and dropped them from one of
his windows, which were just overhead. They would
look straight ahead and not see them, until the of-
ficer's back was turned. Then one would be lighted
and passed along the line. Each man would take one
puff and pass it on behind his back. It was great
fun. :
Prince Ferdinand William Otto stood in the shad-
ows and glanced across. The sentries stood like
wooden men, but something was wrong in the court-
yard inside. The guards were all standing, and there
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seemed to be a great many of them. And just as he
had made up his mind to take the plunge, so to
speak, a part of his own regiment of cavalry came
out from the courtyard with a thundering of hoofs,
wheeled at the street, and clattered off.

Very unusual, all of it.

The Crown Prince Ferdinand Wllham Otto felt in
his pocket for his handkerchief, and, moistening a
corner with his tongue, wiped his face. Then he
wiped his shoes. Then, with his hands in his trousers
pockets, he sauntered into the light.

Now sentries are trained to be impassive. The
model of a sentry is a wooden soldier. A really good
sentry does not sneeze or cough on duty. Did any
one ever see a sentry, for instance, wipe his nose? Or
twirl his thumbs? Or buy a newspaper? Certamly
not.

Therefore the two sentries made no sign when they
saw Ferdinand William Otto approaching. But one
of them forgot to bring his musket to salute. He
crossed himself instead. And something strained
around the other sentry’s lower jaw suddenly re- -
laxed into a smile as His Royal Highness drew a hand
from its refuge and saluted. He glanced first at one,
then at the other, rather sheepishly, hesitated be-
tween them, clapped his hat on more securely, and
marched in.

“The young rascal!” said the second sentry to
himself. And by turning his head slightly — for a
sentry learns to see all around like a horse, without
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twisting his neck — he watched the runaway into the
palace.

Prince Ferdinand William Otto went up the stone
staircase. Here and there he passed guards who
stared and saluted. Had he not been obsessed with
the vision of Miss Braithwaite, he would have known
that relief followed in his wake. Messengers clattered
down the staircase to the courtyard. Other mes-
sengers, breathless and eager, flew to that lighted
- wing where the Council sat, and where the old King,
propped up in bed, waited and fought terror.

The Archduchess Annunciata was with her father.
Across the corridor the Council debated in low tones.

““Tell me again,” said the King. ‘“How in God’s
name could it have happened? In daylight, and
with all of you there!”

“I have told you all I know,”” said the Archduch-
ess impatiently. ‘‘One moment he was there. Hed-
wig and he were making gestures, and I reproved
him. The next he was gone. Hedwig saw him get up
and go out. She thought —"

‘‘Send for Hedwig.”

‘“‘She has retired. She wasdevoted to him,and —"’

““Send for her,” said the King shortly.

The Archduchess Annunciata went out. The old
King lay back, and his eyes, weary with many years
of ruling, of disappointments and bitterness, roved
the room. They came to rest at last on the photo-
graph of a young man, which stood on his bedside
table.
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He was a very young man, in a uniform. He was
boyish, and smiling. There wasa dog beside him, and
its head was on his knee. Wherever one stood in the
room, the eyes of the photograph gazed at one. The
King knew this, and because he was quite'old, and
because there were few people to whom a king dares
to speak his inmost thoughts, he frequently spoke to
the photograph.

The older he grew, the more he felt, sometimes, as
though it knew what he said. He had begun to think
that death, after all, is not the end, but only the be-
ginning of things. This rather worried him, too, at
times. What he wanted was to lay things down, not
to take them up.

“If they’ve got him,” he said to the picture, “it
is out of my hands, and into yours, my boy.”

Much of his life had been spent in waiting, in
waiting for a son, in waiting for that son to grow to
be a man, in waiting while that son in his turn loved
and married and begot a man-child, in waiting, when
that son had died a violent death, for the time when
his tired hands could relinquish the scepter to his
grandchild.

He folded his old hands and waited. From across
the corridor came the low tones of the Council. A si-
lent group of hisgentlemen stood in the vestibule out-
side the door. The King lay on his bed and waited.

Quite suddenly the door opened. The old man
turned his head. Just inside stood a very dirty
small boy.
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The Crown Prince Ferdinand William Otto was
most terribly frightened. Everything was at sixes
and sevens. Miss Braithwaite had been crying her
head off, and on seeing him had fallen in a faint. Not
that he thought it was a real faint. He had unmis-
takably seen her eyelids quiver. And when she came
to she had ordered him no supper, and four pages
of German translation, and to go to bed at seven
o’clock instead of seven-thirty for a week. All the
time crying, too. And then she had sent him to his
grandfather, and taken aromatic ammonia.

His grandfather said nothing, but looked at him.

‘““Here — here I am, sir,” said the Crown Prince
from the door. .

The King drew a long breath. But the silence per-
sisted. Prince Ferdinand William Otto furtively
rubbed a dusty shoe against the back of a trousers
leg.

“I’'m afraid I'm not very neat, sir,” said Prince
Ferdinand William Otto, and took a step forward.
Until his grandfather commanded him, he could not
advance into the room.

““Come here,” said the King.

He went to the side of the bed.

‘““Where have you been?"”

“I'm afraid — I ran away, sir.”

6 WIIY?" . :

Prince Ferdinand William Otto considered. It
was rather an awful moment. ‘I don’t exactly
know. I just thought I would.”
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You see, it was really extremely difficult. To say
that he was tired of things as they were would sound
ungrateful. Would, indeed, be most impolite. And
then, exactly why had he run away?

“‘Suppose,’’ said the King, “you draw up a chair
and tell me about it. We’d better talk it over, I
think.”

His Royal Highness drew up a chair, and sat on
it. His feet not reaching the floor, he hooked them
around the chair-rung. This was permissible be-
cause, first, the King could not see them from his
bed. Second, it kept his knees from shaking.

‘“‘ Probably you are aware,”” said the King, ‘that
you have alarmed a great many people.”

“I'm sorry, sir. I did n’t think —"'

‘“A prince’s duty is to think.”

‘“ Although,” observed His Royal Highness, ‘I
don’t really believe Miss Braithwaite fainted. She
may have thought she fainted, but her eyelids
moved.”

‘““Where did you go?”’

“To the park, sir. I — I thought I'd like to see
the park by myself.”

“GO On."

“It’s very hard to enjoy things with Miss Braith-
waite, sir. She does not really enjoy the things I like.
Nikky and I —"

“By ‘Nikky’ you mean Lieutenant Larisch?"

“Yes, sir.”

“Go on.”
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‘“We like the same things, sir — the Pike’ s-Peak-
or-Bust, and all that.”

The King raised himself on his elbow. ‘What was

that?”’ he demanded. _
. Prince Ferdinand William Otto blushed, and ex-
plained. It was Bobby’s name for the ‘peak at the
top of the Scenic Railway. He had been on the rail-
way. He had been — his enthusiasm carried him
away. His cheeks flushed. He sat forward on the
edge of his chair, and gesticulated. He had never had
such a good time in his life.

“I was awfully happy, sir,”” he ended. ‘It feels
like flying, only safer. And the lights are pretty. It's
like fairyland. There were two or three times when
it seemed as if we'd turn over, or leap the track. But
we did n't.”

The King lay back and thought. More than any-
thing in the world he loved this boy. But the occa-
sion demanded a strong hand. ‘‘You were happy,”
he said. ‘““You were disobedient, you were causing
grave anxiety and distress — and you were happy!
The first duty of a prince is to his country. His first
lesson is to obey laws. He must always obey certain
laws. A king is but the servant of his people.”

“Yes, sir,” said Prince Ferdinand William Otto.

The old King’s voice was stern. ‘“Some day you
will be the King. You are being trained for that high
office now. And yet you would set the example of in-
subordination, disobedience, and reckless disregard
of the feelings of others."”
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“Yes, sir,” said Prince Ferdinand William Otto,
feeling very small and ashamed.

‘““Not only that. You slipped away. You did not
go openly. You sneaked off, like a thief. Are you
proud of it?”’

“No, sir.”

I shall,” said the King, * require no promise from
you. Promises are poor things to hold to. I leave
this matter in your own hands, Otto. You will be
punished by Miss Braithwaite, and for the next ten
days you will not visit me. You may go now.”

Otto got off his chair. He was feeling exceedingly
crushed. “Good-night, sir,”” he said. And waited for
his grandfather to extend his hand. But the old
King lay looking straight ahead, with his mouth set
in grim lines, and his hands folded over his breast.

At the door the Crown Prince turned and bowed.
His grandfather’s eyes were fixed on the two gold
eagles over the door, but the photograph on the table
appeared to be smiling at him.



CHAPTER IV
THE TERROR

UNTIL late that night General Mettlich and the King
talked together. The King had been lifted from his
bed and sat propped in a great chair. Above his
shabby dressing-gown his face showed gaunt and
old. In astraight chair facing him sat his old friend
and Chancellor.

‘“What it has shown is not entirely bad,” said the
King, after a pause. ‘‘The boy has initiative. And
he made no attempt at evasion. He is essentially
truthful.”

““What it has also shown, sire, is that no protec-
tion is enough. When I, who love the lad, and would
— when [ could sleep, and let him get away, as I

did —"
" ‘“The truth is,” said the King, ‘‘we are both of
us getting old.” He tapped with his gnarled fingers
on the blanket that lay over his knees. ‘‘ The truth
is also,” he observed a moment later, ‘‘that the
boy has very few pleasures. He is alone a great
deal.”

General Mettlich raised his shaggy head. Many
years of wearing a soldier’s cap had not injured his
heavy gray hair. He had bristling eyebrows, white
now, and a short, fighting mustache. When he was
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irritated, or disagreed with any one, his eyebrows
came down and the mustache went up.

Many years of association with his king had given
him the right to talk to him as man to man. They
even quarreled now and then. It was a brave man
who would quarrel with old Ferdinand II.

So now his eyebrows came down and his mustache
went up. ‘‘How — alone, sire?"”

“You do not regard that bigoted Englishwoman
as a companion, do you?”’

“He is attached to her.”

“I’'m damned if I know why,” observed the old
King. ‘“She does n’t appear to have a single human
quality.”

Human quality! General Mettlich eyed his king
with concern. Since when had the reigning family
demanded human qualities in their governesses?
“She is a thoughtful and conscientious woman, sire,”
he said stiffly. It happened that he had selected her.
‘“She does her duty. And as to the boy being lonely,
he has no time to be lonely. His tutors —"

“How old is he?”

““Ten next month.”

The King said nothing for a time. Then — “It is
hard,” he said at last, ‘‘for seventy-four to see with
the eyes of ten. As for this afternoon — why in the
name of a thousand devils did they take him to see
the ‘Flying Dutchman'? I detest it.”

“Her Royal Highness —"

‘‘ Annunciata is a fool,” said His MaJesty. Then,
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dismissing his daughter with a gesture, ‘We don’t
know how to raise our children here,” he said im-
patiently. ‘“The English do better. And even the
Germans —"”

It is not etiquette to lower one’s eyebrows at a
king, and glare. But General Mettlich did it. He was
rather a poor subject. ‘‘The Germans have not our
problem, sire,” he said, and stuck up his mustache.

“I'm not going to raise the boy a prisoner,” in-
sisted the King stubbornly. Kings have to be very
stubborn about things. So many people disapprove
of the things they want to do.

Suddenly General Mettlich bent forward and
placed a hand on the old man’s knee. ‘‘We shall do
well, sire,” he said gravely, ‘‘ to raise the boy at all.”

There was a short silence, which the King broke.
““What is new?"”

““We have broken up the University meetings, but
I fancy they go on, in small groups. I was gratified,
however, to observe that a group of students cheered
His Royal Highness yesterday as he rode past the
University buildings.”

“Socialism at twenty,” said the King, “is only a
symptom of the unrest of early adolescence. Even
Hubert’'— he glanced at the picture —‘‘ was touched
with it. He accused me, I recall, of being merely an
accident, a sort of stumbling-block in the way of
advanced thought!”

He smiled faintly. Then he sighed. ‘“And the
others?’’ he asked.
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*“The outlying districts are quiet. So, too, is the
city. Too quiet, sire.’

“They are waiting, of course, for my death said
the King quietly. ‘‘If only you were twenty years
younger than I am, it would be better.”” He fixed the
General with shrewd eyes. ‘‘What do those asses of
doctors say about me?"’

“With care, sire —"

““Come, now. This is no time for evasion.”

‘““Even at the best, sire —’’ He looked very fe-
rocious, and cleared his throat. He was terribly
ashamed that his voice was breaking. ‘Even at the
best, but of course they can only give an opinion —"’

*Six months?”’

‘*A year, sire.”

“And at the worst!” said the King, with a grim
smile. Then, following his own line of thought:
‘‘But the people love the boy, I think.”

““They do. Itis for that reason, sire, that I advise
particular caution.”” He hesitated. Then, *‘Sire,”
he said earnestly, ‘‘there is something of which I
must speak. The Committee of Ten has organized
again.”

Involuntarily the King glanced at the photograph
on the table.

‘““Forgive me, sire, if I waken bitter memories.
But I fear —”

“You fear /" said the King. *‘Since when have you
taken to fearing?”

‘‘ Nevertheless, ’maintained General Mettlich dog-
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gedly, “I fear. This quiet of the last few months
alarms me. Dangerous dogs do not bark. I trust no
one. The very air is full of sedition.”

The King twisted his blue-veined old hands to-
gether, but his voice was quiet. ‘“‘But why?”’ he de-
manded, almost fretfully. ‘‘If the people are fond of
the boy, and I think they are, to — to carry him off,
or injure him, would hurt the cause. Even the Ter-
rorists, in the name of a republic, can do nothing
without the people.”

“The mob is a curious thing, sire. You have
ruled with a strong hand. Our people know nothing
but to obey the dominant voice. The boy out of the
way, the prospect of the Princess Hedwig on the
throne, a few demagogues in the public squares — it
would be the end.”

The King leaned back and closed his eyes. His
thin, arched nose looked pinched. His face was gray.

“All this,” he said, ‘‘means what? To make the
boy a prisoner, to cut off his few pleasures, and even
then, at any time —”’

“Yes, sire,” said Mettlich doggedly. ‘‘At any
time.”

Outside in the anteroom Lieutenant Nikky Larisch
roused himself, yawned, and looked at his watch. It
was after twelve, and he had had a hard day. He
put a velvet cushion behind his head, and resolutely
composed himself to slumber, a slumber in which
were various rosy dreams, all centered about the
Princess Hedwig. Dreams are beyond our control.
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Therefore a young lieutenant running into debt on his
pay may without presumption dream of a princess.

All through the Palace people were sleeping.
Prince Ferdinand William Otto was asleep, and rid-
ing again the little car in the Land of Delight. So
that, turning a corner sharply, he almost fell out of
bed.

On the other side of the city the little American
boy was asleep also. At that exact time he was be-
ing tucked up by an entirely efficient and placid-
eyed American mother, who felt under his head to
see that his ear was not turned forward. She liked
close-fitting ears.

Nobody, naturally, was tucking up Prince Ferdi-
nand William Otto. Or attending to his ears. But,
of course, there were sentries outside his door, and a
valet de chambre to be rung for, and a number of em-
broidered eagles scattered about on the curtains and
things, and a country surrounding him which would
one day be his, unless —

‘“At any time,” said General Mettlich, and was
grimly silent.

It was really no time for such a speech. But there
is never a good time for bad news.

“Well?” inquired the King, after a time. ‘‘You
have something to suggest, I take it.”

The old soldier cleared his throat. ‘‘Sire,” he be-
gan, ‘‘ it is said that a chancellor should have but
one passion: his King. I have two: my King and my
country.”
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The King nodded gravely. He knew both pas-
sions, relied on both. And found them both a bit
troublesome at times!

““Once, some years ago, sire, I came to you with a
plan. The Princess Hedwig was a child then, and
his late Royal Highness was—still with us. For that,
and for other reasons, Your Majesty refused to lis-
ten. But things have changed. Between us and rev-
olution there stand only the frail life of a boy and an
army none too large, and already, perhaps, affected.
There is much discontent, and the offspring of dis-
content is anarchy.”

The King snarled. But Mettlich had taken his
courage in his hands, and went on. Their neighbor
and hereditary foe was Karnia. Could they any
longer afford the enmity of Karnia? One cause of -
discontent was the expense of the army, and of the
fortifications along the Karnian border. If Karnia
were allied with them, there would be no need of so
great an army. They had the mineral wealth, and
Karnia the seaports. The old dream of the Empire,
of a railway to the sea, would be realized.

He pleaded well. The idea was not new. To place
the little King Otto IX on the throne and keep him
there in the face of opposition would require support
from outside. Karnia would furnish this support.
For a price.

The price was the Princess Hedwig.

Outside, Nikky Larisch rose, stretched, and fell to
pacing the floor. It was one o’clock, and the palace
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slept. He lighted a cigarette, and stepping out into
a small balcony which overlooked the Square, faced
the quiet night.

“That is my plea, sire,” Mettlich finished. *‘Karl
of Karnia is anxious to marry, and looks this way.
To allay discontent and growing insurrection, to in-
sure the boy’s safety and his throne, to beat our
swords into ploughshares’” — here he caught the
King’s scowl, and added — ‘‘to a certain extent,
and to make us a commercial as well as a military
nation, surely, sire, it gains much for us, and loses
us nothing.”

““But our independence!” said the King sourly.

However, he did not dismiss the idea. The fright
of the afternoon had weakened him, and if Mettlich
" were right — he had what the King considered a per-
fectly damnable habit of being right — the Royal-
ist party would need outside help to maintain the
throne.

“Karnia!’ he said. *“The lion and the lamb, with
the lamb inside the lion! And in the mean time the
boy .

‘‘He should be watched always.”

““The old she-dragon, the governess — I suppose
she is trustworthy?”’

‘“Perfectly. But she is a woman.”

‘“He has Lussin.” Count Lussin was the Crown
Prince’s aide-de-camp.

‘‘He needs a man, sire,” observed the Chancellor
rather tartly.



36 LONG LIVE THE KING!

The King cleared his throat. ‘‘This youngster he
is so fond of, young Larisch, would he please you
better?’’ he asked, with ironic deference.

“A good boy, sire. You may recall that his
mother —”’ He stopped.

Perhaps the old King’s memory was good. Per-
haps there was a change in Mettlich’s voice.

“A good boy?,’

‘“None better, sire. He is devoted to His Royal
Highness. He is still much of a lad himself. I have
listened to them talking. It is a question which is
the older! He is outside now.”

“Bring him in. I'll have a look at him.”

Nikky, summoned by a chamberlain, stopped in-
side the doorway and bowed deeply.

““Come here,” said the King.

He advanced.

““How old are you?”

‘“Twenty-three, sire.”

“In the Grenadiers, I believe.”

Nikky bowed.

“Like horses?"” said the King suddenly.

“Very much, sire.”

““And boys?”

*I — some boys, sire.”

“Humph! Quite right, too. Little devils, most
of them.” He drew himself up in his chair. ‘‘Lieu-
tenant Larisch,” he said, *His Royal Highness the
Crown Prince has taken a liking to you. I believe it
is to you that our fright to-day is due.”
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Nikky’s heart thumped. He went rather pale.

‘“It is my intention, Lieutenant Larisch, to place
the Crown Prince in your personal charge. For rea-
sons I need not go into, it is imperative that he take
no more excursions alone. These are strange times,
when sedition struts in Court garments, and kings
may trust neither their armies nor their subjects.
I want,” he said, his tone losing its bitterness, ‘‘a
real friend for the little Crown Prince. One who is
both brave and loyal.”

Afterward, in his small room, Nikky composed a
neat, well-rounded speech, in which he expressed
his loyalty, gratitude, and undying devotion to the
Crown Prince. It was an elegant little speech. Un-
luckily, the occasion for it had gone by two hours.

“I—1 am grateful, sire,”” was what he said.
“I—"" And there he stopped and choked up. It
was rather dreadful.

“I depend on you, Captain Larisch,” said the
King gravely, and nodded his head in a gesture of
dismissal. Nikky backed toward the door,. struck
a hassock, all but went down, bowed again at the
door, and fled.

“A fine lad,” said General Mettlich, ‘“but no
talker.”

‘ All the better,” replied His Majesty. ‘I am tired
of men who talk well. And’’ — he smiled faintly —
“I am tired of you. You talk too well. You make
me think. I don’t want to think. I’ve been think-
ing all my life. It is time to rest, my friend.”



CHAPTER V
AT THE RIDING-SCHOOL

~ His Royal Highness the Crown Prince Ferdinand

William Otto was in disgrace.

He had risen at six, bathed, dressed, and gone to
Mass, in disgrace. He had breakfasted at seven-
thirty on fruit, cereal, and one egg, in disgrace. He
had gone to his study at eight o’clock for lessons, in
disgrace. A long line of tutors came and went all
morning, and he worked diligently, but he was still in
disgrace. All morning long and in the intervals
between tutors he had tried to catch Miss Braith-
waite’s eye.

Except for the most ordinary civilities, she had re-
fused to look in his direction. She was correcting an
essay in English on Mr. Gladstone, with a blue pen-
cil, and putting in blue commas every here and there.
The Crown Prince was amazingly weak in commas.
When she was all through, she piled the sheets to-
gether and wrote a word on the first page. It might
have been ‘“good.” On the other hand, it could easily
have been “poor.” The motions of the hand are
similar.

At last, in desperation, the Crown Prince deliber-
ately broke off the point of his pencil, and went to
the desk where Miss Braithwaite sat, monarch of the
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American pencil-sharpener which was the beloved
of his heart. '

“Again!” said Miss Braithwaite shortly. And
raised her eyebrows.

“It’s a very soft pencil,” explained the Crown
Prince. ‘“When I press down on it, it — it busts.”

“It what?”

‘It busts— breaks.”” Evidently the English peo-
ple were not familiar with this new and fascinating
American word.

He cast a casual glance toward Mr. Gladstone.
The word was certainly ‘‘ poor.” Suddenly a sense of
injustice began to rise in him. He had worked rather
hard over Mr. Gladstone. He had done so because
he knew that Miss Braithwaite considered him the
greatest man since Jesus Christ, and even the Christ
had not written ‘‘The Influence of Authority in
Matters of Opinion.”

The injustice went to his eyes and made him
blink. He had apologized for yesterday, and ex-
plained fully. It was not fair. As to commas, any-
body could put in enough commas.

The French tutor was standing near a photograph
of Hedwig, and pretending not to look at it. Prince
Ferdinand William Otto had a suspicion that the
tutor was in love with Hedwig. On one occasion,
when she had entered unexpectedly, he had certainly
given out the sentence, ‘‘ Ce dragon était le vieux ser-
pent, la princesse,” instead of ‘‘Ce dragon était le
vieux serpent, le roi.”’
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Prince Ferdinand William Otto did not like the
French tutor. His being silly about Hedwig was not
the reason. Even Nikky had that trouble, and once,
when they were all riding together, had said, ‘‘ Canter
on the snaffle, trot on the curb,” when he meant ex-
actly the opposite. It was not that. Part of it was
because of his legs, which were inclined to knock at
the knees. Mostly it was his eyes, which protruded.
‘““When he reads my French exercises,” he com-
plained once to Hedwig, ‘‘he waves them around
like an ant’s.”

He and Hedwig usually spoke English together.
Like most royalties, they had been raised on lan-
guages. It was as much as one’s brains were worth,
sometimes, to try to follow them as they leaped from
grammar to grammar.

“Like an aunt’s?”’ inquired Hedwig, mystified.

‘“An ant’s. They have eyes on the ends of their
feelers, you know."”

But Miss Braithwaite, overheanng, had said that
ants have no eyes at all. She had no imagination.

His taste of liberty had spoiled the Crown Prince
for work. Instead of conjugating a French verb, he
made a sketch of the Scenic Railway. He drew the
little car, and two heads looking over the edge, with
a sort of porcupine effect of hairs standing straight
up.

“Otto!” said Miss Braithwaite sternly.

Miss Braithwaite did not say ‘“‘sir’” to him or
“Your Royal Highness,” like the tutors. She had
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taken him from the arms of his mother when he was
a baby, and had taught a succession of nurses how
to fix his bottles, and made them raise the windows
when he slept, which was heresy in that country, and
was brought up for discussion in the Parliament.
When it came time for his first tooth, and he was
wickedly fretful, and the doctors had a consultation
over him, it was Miss Braithwaite who had ignored
everything they said, and rubbed the tooth through
with her silver thimble. Boiled first, of course.

And when one has cut a Royal Highness's first
tooth, and broken him of sucking his thumb, and
held a cold buttered knife against his bruises to pre-
vent their discoloring, one does get out of the way
of being very formal with him.

“Otto!” said Miss Braithwaite sternly.

So he went to work in earnest. He worked at a
big desk, which had been his father’s. As a matter of
fact, everything in the room was too big for him. It
had not occurred to any one to make any conces-
sions to his size. He went through life, one may say,
with his legs dangling, or standing on tiptoe to see
things.

The suite had been his father’s before him. Even
the heavy old rug had been worn shabby by the
scuffing of his father’s feet. On the wall there hung
a picture his father had drawn. It was of a yacht
in full sail. Prince Hubert had been fifteen when
he drew it, and was contemplating abandoning his
princely career and running away to be a pirate. As
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a matter of fact, the yacht boasted the black flag, as
Otto knew quite well. - Nikky had discovered it. But
none of the grown-ups had recognized the damning
fact. Nikky was not, strictly speaking, a grown-up.

The sun came through the deep embrasures of the
window and' set Prince Ferdinand William Otto’s
feet to wriggling. It penetrated the gloomy fast-
nessesof theold room and showed its dingy furniture,
its great desk, its dark velvet portiéres, and the old
cabinet in which the Crown Prince kept his toys on
the top shelf. He had arranged them there himself,
the ones he was fondest of in the front row, so he
could look up and see them; a drum which he still
dearly loved, but which made Miss Braithwaite’s
head ache; a locomotive with a broken spring; a
steam-engine which Hedwig had given him, but
which the King considered dangerous, and which
had never, therefore, had its baptism of fire; and a
dilapidated and lop-eared cloth dog.

He was exceedingly fond of the dog. For quite a
long time he had taken it to bed with him at night,
and put its head on his pillow. It was the most com-
forting thing, when the lights were all out. Until he
was seven he had been allowed a bit of glimmer, a
tiny wick floating in a silver dish of lard-oil, for a
night-light. But after his eighth birthday that had
been done away with, Miss Braithwaite considering
it babyish. '

The sun shone in on the substantial but cheer- .
less room; on the picture of the Duchess Hedwig,



AT THE RIDING-SCHOOL 43

untouched by tragedy or grief; on the heavy, paneled
old doors through which, once on a time, Prince Hu-
bert had made his joyous exits into a world that had
so early cast him out; on his swords, crossed over the
fireplace; his light rapier, his heavy cavalry saber;
on the bright head of his little son, around whom
already so many plots and counterplots were cen-
tering.

The Crown Prince Ferdinand William Otto found
the sun unsettling. Besides, he hated verbs. Nouns
were different. One could do something with nouns,
although even they had a way of having genders.
Into his head popped a recollection of a delightful
pastime of the day before — nothing more nor less
than flipping paper wads at the guard on the Scenic
Railway as the car went past him.

Prince Ferdinand William Otto tore off the corner
of a piece of paper, chewed it deliberately, rounded
and hardened it with his royal fingers, and aimed it
at M. Puaux. It struck him in the eye.

Instantly things happened. M. Puaux yelled, and
clapped a hand to his eye. Miss Braithwaite rose.
His Royal Highness wrote a rather shaky French
verb, with the wrong termination. And on to this
scene came Nikky for the riding-lesson. Nikky, smil-
ing and tidy, and very shiny as to riding-boots and
things, and wearing white kid gloves. Every one
about a palace wears white kid gloves, except the
royalties themselves. It is extremely expensive.

Nikky surveyed the scene. He had, of course,
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bowed inside the door, and all that sort of thing.
But Nikky was an informal person, and was quite
apt to bow deeply before his future sovereign, and
then poke him in the chest.

“Well!” said Nikky.

*Good-morning,” said Prince Ferdinand William
Otto, in a small and nervous voice.

“Nothing wrong, is there?” demanded Nikky.

M. Puaux got out his handkerchief and said noth-
ing violently.

“Otto!” said Miss Braithwaite. ‘“‘What did you
do?”

“Nothing.” He looked about. He was quite con-
vinced that M. Puaux was what Bobby would have
termed a poor sport, and had not played the game
fairly. The guard at the railway, he felt, would not
have yelled and wept. ‘‘Oh, well, I threw a piece of
paper. That’s all. I did n’t think it would hurt.”

Miss Braithwaite rose and glanced at the carpet.
But Nikky was quick. Quick and understanding.
He put his shiny foot over the paper wad.

‘“Paper!” said Miss Braithwaite. ‘‘Why did you
throw paper? And at M. Puaux?”

“I — just felt like throwing something,” ex-
plained His Royal Highness. ‘I guess it’s the sun,
or something.”

Nikky dropped his glove, and miraculously, when
he had picked it up the little wad was gone.

“For throwing paper, five marks,” said Miss
Braithwaite, and put it down in the book she carried
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in her pocket. It was-rather an awful book. On
Saturdays the King looked it over, and demanded
explanations: “For untidy nails, five marks! A
gentleman never has untidy nails, Otto. For ob-
jecting to winter flannels, two marks. Humph!
For pocketing sugar from the tea-tray, ten marks!
Humph! For lack of attention during religious in-
struction, five marks. Ten off for the sugar, and
only five for inattention to religious instruction!
What have you to say, sir?”’

Prince Ferdinand William Otto looked at Nikky
and Nikky looked back. Then Ferdinand William
Otto’s left eyelid drooped. Nikky was astounded.
How was he to know the treasury of strange things
that the Crown Prince had tapped the previous
afternoon? But, after a glance around the room,
Nikky's eyelid drooped also. He slid the paper wad
into his pocket.

“I am afraid His Royal Highness has hurt your
eye, M. Puaux,” said Miss Braithwaite. Not with
sympathy. She hated tutors.

““Not at all,” said the unhappy young man, test-
ing the eye to discover if he could see through it.
“I am sure His Royal Highness meant no harm.”
M. Puaux went out, with his handkerchief to his
eye. He turned at the door and bowed, but as no
one was paying any attention to him, he made two
bows. One was to Hedwig’s picture.

While Oskar, his valet, put the Crown Prince into
riding-clothes, Nikky and Miss Braithwaite had a
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talk. Nikky was the only person to whom Miss
Braithwaite really unbent. Once he had written toa
friend of his in China, and secured for her a large box
of the best China tea. Miss Braithwaite only brewed
it when the Archduchess made one of her rare visits
to the Crown Prince’s apartment.

But just now their talk was very serious. It began
by Nikky’s stating that she was likely to see him a
great deal now, and he hoped she would not find him
in the way. He had been made aide-de-camp to the
Crown Prince, vice Count Lussin, who had resigned
on account of illness, having been roused at day-
break out of a healthy sleep to do it.

Not that Nikky said just that. What he really ob-
served was: “ The King sent for me last night, Miss
Braithwaite, and — and asked me to hang around.”

Thus Nikky, of his sacred trust! None the less
sacred to him, either, that he spoke lightly, He
glanced up at the crossed swords, and his eyes were
hard. :

And Miss Braithwaite knew. She reached over
and put a hand on his arm. ‘“You and I,” she said.
‘“Out of all the people in this palace, only you and I!
The Archduchess hates him. I see it in her eyes.
She can never forgive him for keeping the throne
from Hedwig. The Court? Do they ever think of
the boy, except to dread his minority, with Mettlich
in control? A long period of mourning, a regency,
no balls, no gayety — that is all they think of. And
whom can we trust? The very guards down below,
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the sentries at our doors, how do we know they are
loyal?”

‘“The people love him,” said Nikky doggedly.

“The people! Sheep. I do not trust the people. 1
do not trust any one. I watch, but what can I do?
The very food we eat —"’

‘“He is coming,” said Nikky softly. And fell to
whistling under his breath.

Together Nikky and Prince Ferdinand William
Otto went out and down the great marble staircase.
Sentries saluted. Two flunkies in scarlet and gold
threw open the doors. A stray dog that had wan-
dered into the courtyard watched them gravely.

“I wish,” said Prince Ferdinand William Otto,
‘““that I might have a dog.”

“A dog! Why?”

“Well, it would be company. Dogs are very
friendly. Yesterday I met a boy who has a dog. It
sleeps on his bed at night.”

“You have a good many things, you know,”
Nikky argued. “‘ You've got a dozen horses, for one
tlling."

" “But a dog’s different.” He felt the difference,
but he could not put it into words. ‘““And 1'd rather
have only one horse. I'd get better acquainted with
it."

Nikk.y looked back. Although it had been the
boast of the royal family for a century that it could
go about unattended, that its only danger was from
the overzeal of the people in showing their loyalty,
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not since the death of Prince Hubert had this been
true in fact. No guards or soldiers accompanied
them, but the secret police were always near at hand.
So Nikky looked, made sure that a man in civilian
clothing was close at their heels, and led the way
across the Square to the riding-school.

A small crowd lined up and watched the passing
of the little Prince. As he passed, men lifted their
hats and women bowed. He smiled right and left,
and took two short steps to one of Nikky’s long
ones.

“I have a great many friends,” he said with a

-sigh of content, as they neared the riding-school.
#1 suppose I don't really need a dog.”

““Look here,” said Nikky, after a pause. He was
not very quick in thinking things out. He placed,
as a fact, more reliance on his right arm than on his
brain. But once he had thought a thing out, it stuck.
*‘Look here, Highness you did n’t treat your friends
very well yesterday.”

“I know,” said Prince Ferdinand Wllham Otto
meekly. But Prince Ferdinand William Otto had
thought out a defense. ““I got back all right, did n't
I?” He considered. ‘It was worthit. A pohceman
shook me!”’

““Which policeman?’’ demanded Nikky in a terri-
ble tone, and in his fury quite forgot the ragging he
had prepared for Otto.

“I think I'll not tell you, if you don’'t mind. And
I bought a fig lady. I’ve saved the legs for you.”
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Fortune smiled on Nikky that day. Had, indeed,
been smiling daily for some three weeks. Singularly
enough, the Princess Hedwig, who had been placed
on a pony at the early age of two, and who had been
wont to boast that she could ride any horse in her
grandfather’s stables, was taking riding-lessons.
From twelve to one — which was, also singularly,
the time Prince Ferdinand William Otto and Nikky
rode in the ring — the Princess Hedwig rode also.
Rode divinely. Rode saucily. Rode, when Nikky
was ahead, tenderly.

To tell the truth, Prince Ferdinand William Otto
rather hoped, this morning, that Hedwig would not
be there. There was a difference in Nikky when
Hedwig was around. When she was not there he
would do all sorts of things, like jumping on his
horse while it was going, and riding backward in the
saddle, and so on. He had once even tried jumping
on his horse as it galloped past him, and missed, and
had been awfully ashamed about it. But when Hed-
wig was there, there was no skylarking. They rode
around, and the riding-master put up jumps and they
took them. And finally Hedwig would get tired,
and ask Nikky please to be amusing while she rested.
And he would not be amusing at all. The Crown
Prince felt that she never really saw Nikky at his
best.

Hedwig was there. She had on a new habit, and
a gardenia in her buttonhole, and she gave Nikky her
hand to kiss, but only nodded to the Crown Prince.
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‘““Hello, Otto!" she said. “I thought you'd have
a ball and chain on your leg to-day.”

““There's nothing wrong with my legs,” said
Prince Ferdinand William Otto, staring at the new
habit. “But yours look rather queer.”

Hedwig flushed. The truth was that she was wear-
ing, for the first time, a cross-saddle habit of coat
and trousers. And coat and. trousers were forbidden
to the royal women. She eyed Otto with defiance,
and turned an appealing glance to Nikky. But her
voice was very dignified.

‘I bought them myself,” she said. ‘I consider it
a perfectly modest costume, and much safer than
the other.”

“It is quite lovely —on you, Highness,” said
Nikky.

In a stiff chair at the edge of the ring Hedwig’s
lady in waiting sat resignedly. She was an elderly
woman, and did not ride. Just now she was ab-
sorbed in wondering what would happen to her
when the Archduchess discovered this new freak
of Hedwig’s. Perhaps she would better ask per-
mission to go into retreat for a time. The Arch-
duchess, who had no religion herself, approved
.of it in others. She took a soft rubber from her
pocket, and tried to erase a spot from her white kid
gloves,

The discovery that Hedwig had two perfectly
good legs rather astounded Prince Ferdinand Wil-
liam Otto. He felt something like consternation.
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“I've never seen any one else dressed like that,”
he observed, as the horses were brought up.

Hedwig colored again. She looked like an ab-
surdly pretty boy. ‘‘Don’t be a silly,” she replied,
rather sharply. ‘“Every one does it, except here,
where old fossils refuse to think that anything new
can be proper. If you're going to be that sort of a
king when you grow up, I'll go somewhere else to
live.”

Nikky looked gloomy. The prospect, although
remote, was dreary. But, as the horses were led out,
and he helped Hedwig to her saddle, he brightened.
After all, the future was the future, and now was
now.

““Catch me!” said Hedwig, and dug her royal
heels into her horse’s flanks. The Crown Prince
climbed into his saddle and followed. They were
off.
The riding-school had been built for officers of the
army, but was now used by the Court only. Here
the King had ridden as a lad with young Mettlich,
his close friend even then. The favorite mare of his
later years, now old and almost blind, still had a
stall in the adjacent royal stables. One of the King's
last excursions abroad had been to visit her.

Overhead, up a great runway, were the state
chariots, gilt coaches of inconceivable weight, trav-
eling carriages of the post-chaise periods, sleighs in
which four horses drove abreast, their panels painted
by the great artists of the time; and one plain little
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vehicle, very shabby, in which the royal children of
long ago had fled from a Karnian invasion.

In one corner, black and gold and forbidding, was
the imposing hearse in which the dead sovereigns of
the country were taken to their long sleep in the
vaults under the cathedral. Good, bad, and indif-
ferent, one after the other, as their hour came, they
had taken this last journey in the old catafalque, and
had joined their forbears. Many they had been:
men of iron, men of blood, men of flesh, men of water.
Arnd now they lay in stone crypts, and of all the line
only two remained.

One and all, the royal vehicles were shrouded in
sheets, except on one day of each month when the
sheets were removed and the public admitted. But
on that morning the great hearse was uncovered,
and two men were working, one at the upholstery,
which he was brushing. The other was carefully oil-
ing the wood of the body. Save for them, the wide
and dusky loft was empty.

One was a boy, newly come from the country. The
other was an elderly man. It was he who oiled.

“Many a king has this carried,” said the man.
“My father, who was here before me, oiled it for the
last one.”

“May it be long before it carries another!” com-
mented the boy fervently.

“It will not be long. The old King fails hourly.
And this happening of yesterday —"

““What happened yesterday?’ queried the boy.
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“It was a matter of the Crown Prince.”

“Was he ill?"”

‘“He ran away,” said the man shortly.

‘““Ran away?" The boy stopped his dusting, and
stared, open-mouthed.

‘“Aye, ran away. Grew weary of back-bending,
perhaps. I do not know. I do not believe in kings.”

“Not believe in kings?’’ The boy stopped his
brushing.”

“You do, of course,” sneered the man. *Because
a thing is, it is right. But I think. I use my brains.
I reason. And I do not believe in kings.”

Up the runway came sounds from the ring, the
thudding of hoofs, followed by a child’s shrill, joyous
laughter. The man scowled.

“Listen!” he said. ‘“We labor and they play.”

“It has always been so. I do not begrudge hap-
piness.”

But the man was not listening.

“I do not believe in kings,” he said sullenly.



CHAPTER VI
THE CHANCELLOR PAYS A VISIT

THE Archduchess was having tea. Her boudoir was
a crowded little room. Nikky had once observed
confidentially to Miss Braithwaite that it was exactly
like her, all hung and furnished with things that were
not needed. The Archduchess liked it because it
was warm. The palace rooms were mostly large and
chilly. She had a fire there on the warmest days in
spring, and liked to put the coals on, herself. She
wrapped them in pieces of paper so she would not
soil her hands.

This afternoon she was not alone. Lounging at a
window was the lady who was in waiting at the
time, the’Countess Loschek. Just now she was get-
ting rather a wigging, but she was remarkably calm.

“The last three times,”” the Archduchess said,
stirring her tea, ‘‘you have had a sore throat.”

*It is such a dull book,”” explained the Countess.

“Not at all. It is an improving book. If you
would put your mind on it when you are reading,
Olga, you would enjoy it. And you would learn
something, besides. In my opinion,” went on the
Archduchess, tasting her tea, ‘' you smoke too many
cigarettes.”

The Countess yawned, but silently, at her wmdow
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Then she consulted a thermometer. ‘‘Eighty!” she
said briefly, and, coming over, sat down by the tea-
table.

The Countess Loschek was thirty, and very hand-
some, in an insolent way. She was supposed to be
the best-dressed woman at the.Court, and to rule
Annunciata with an iron hand, although it was
known that they quarreled a great deal over small
things, especially over the coal fire.

Some said that the real thing that held them to-
gether was resentment that the little Crown Prince
stood between the Pnncess Hedwig and the throne.
Annunciatawas not young, but shewas younger than
her dead brother, Hubert. And others said it was
because the Countess gathered up and brought in
the news of the Court — the small intrigues and the
scandals that constitute life in the restricted walls
of a palace. There is a great deal of gossip in a
palace where the king is old and everything rather
stupid and dull.

The Countess yawned again.

““Where is Hedwig?"’ demanded the Archduchess.

““Her Royal Highness is in the nursery, prob-
ably.”

“Why probably?”’

*‘She goes there a great deal.”

The Archduchess eyed her. ‘Well, out with it,”
she said. ‘“There is something seething in that
wicked brain of yours.”

The Countess shrugged her shoulders. Not that
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she resented having a wicked brain. She rather fan-
cied the idea. ‘‘She and young Lieutenant Lar-
isch have tea quite frequently with His Royal
Highness.”

“How frequently?”

‘“Three times this last week, madame.”

“Little fool!"” said Annunciata. But she frowned,
and sat tapping her teacup with her spoon. She was
just a trifle afraid of Hedwig, and she was more anx-
ious than she would have cared to acknowledge.
‘“It is being talked about, of course?”’

The Countess shrugged her shoulders.

“Don’t do that!"”" commanded the Archduchess
sharply. ‘“How far do you think the thing has
gone?”’

‘“He is quite mad about her.”

‘“ And Hedwig — but she is silly enough for any-
thing. Do they meet anywhere else?”’

‘“ At the riding-school, I believe. At least, I —”’

Here a maid entered and stood waiting at the end
of the screen. The Archduchess Annunciata would
have none of the palace flunkies about her when she
could help it. She had had enough of men, she main-
tained, in the person of her late husband, whom she
had detested. So except at dinner she was attended
by tidy little maids, in gray Quaker costumes, who
could carry tea-trays into her crowded boudoir
without breaking things.

““His Excellency, General Mettlich,” said the
maid. :
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The Archduchess nodded her august head, and the
maid retired. ‘“Go away, Olga,” said the Arch-
duchess. ‘“And you might,” she suggested grimly,
‘‘gargle your throat.”

The Chancellor had passed a troubled night. Be-
ing old, like the King, he required little sleep. And
for most of the time between one o’clock and his ris-
ing hour of five he had lain in his narrow camp-bed
and thought. He had not confided all his worries to
the King.

Evidences of renewed activity on the part of the
Terrorists were many. In the past month two of his
best secret agents had disappeared. One had been
found the day before, stabbed in the back. The
Chancellor had seen the body — an unpleasant
sight. But it was not of the dead man that General
Mettlich thought. It was of the other. The dead
tell nothing. But the living, under torture, tell many
things. And this man Haeckel, young as he was,
knew much that was vital. Knew the working of the’
Secret Service, the names of the outer circle of
twelve, knew the codes and passwords, knew, too
the ways of the palace, the hidden room always
ready for emergency, even the passage that led by
devious ways, underground, to a distant part of the
great park.

At five General Mettlich had risen, exercised be-
fore an open window with an old pair of iron dumb-
bells, had followed this with a cold bath and hot
coffee, and had gone to early Mass at the Cathedral.
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And there, on his knees, he had prayed for a little
help. He was, he said, getting old and infirm, and he
had been too apt all his life to rely on his own right
arm. But things were getting rather difficult. He
prayed to Our Lady for intercession for the little
Prince. He felt, in his old heart, that the Mother
would understand the situation, and how he felt
about it. And he asked in a general supplication, and
very humbly, for a few years more of life. Not that
life meant anything to him personally. He had out-
lived most of those he loved. But that he might
serve the King, and after him the boy who would be
Otto IX. He added, for fear they might not under-
stand, having a great deal to look after, that he had
earned all this by many years of loyalty, and besides,
that he knew the situation better than any one else.
He felt much better after that. Especially as, at
the moment he rose from his knees, the cathedral
clock had chimed and then struck seven. He had
found seven a very lucky number. So now he en-
tered the boudoir of the Archduchess Annunciata,
and the Countess went out another door, and closed
it behind her, immediately opening it about an inch.
The Chancellor strode around the screen, scratch-
ing two tables with his sword as he advanced, and
kissed the hand of the Princess Annunciata. They
were old enemies and therefore always very polite to
each other. The Archduchess offered him a cup of
tea, which he took, although she always made very
bad tea. And for a few moments they discussed
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things. Thus: the King's condition; the replanting
of the Place with trees; and the date of bringing out
the Princess Hilda, who was still in the schoolroom.

But the Archduchess suddenly came to business.
She was an abrupt person. ‘“And now, General,”
she said, ‘‘what is it?"’

“I am in trouble, Highness,"” replied the Chancel-
lor simply.

““We are most of usin that condition at all times.
I suppose you mean this absurd affair of yesterday.
Why such a turmoil about it? The boy ran away.
When he was ready he returned. It was absurd, and
I dare say you and I both are being held for our sins.
But he is here now, and safe.”

“I am afraid he is not as safe as you think,
madame.”

“ Why?'1

He sat forward on the edge of his chair, and told
her of the students at the University, who were be-
ing fired by some powerful voice; of the disappear-
ance of the two spies; of the evidence that the Com-
mittee of Ten was meeting again, and the failure to
discover their meeting-place; of disaffection among
the people, according to the reports of his agents.
And then to the real purpose of his visit. Karl of
Karnia had, unofficially, proposed for the Princess
Hedwig. He had himself broached the matter to the
King, who had at least taken it under advisement.
The Archduchess listened, rather pale. There was
no mistaking the urgency in the Chancellor's voice.
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““ Madame, after centuries of independence we now
face a crisis which we cannot meet alone. Believe
me, I know of what I speak. United, we could stand
against the world. But a divided kingdom, a dis-
loyal and discontented people, spells the end.”

And at last he convinced her. But, because she
was built of a contrary mould, she voiced an objec-
tion, not to the scheme, but to Karl himself. ‘I dis-
like him. He is arrogant and stupid.”

“ But powerful, madame. And— what else is there
to do?”

There was nothing else, and she knew it. But she
refused to broach the matter to Hedwig.

She stated, and perhaps not without reason, that
such a move was to damn the whole thing at once.
She did not use exactly these words, but their royal
equivalent. And it ended with the Chancellor, look-
ing most ferocious but inwardly uneasy, undertak-
ing to put, as one may say, a flea into the Princess
Hedwig’s small ear.

As he strode out, the door into the next room
closed quietly.



CHAPTER VII
TEA IN THE SCHOOLROOM

TEA at the Palace, until the old King had taken to
his bed, had been the one cheerful hour of the day.
The entire suite gathered in one of the salons, and
remained standing until the King's entrance. After
that, formality ceased. Groups formed, footmen in
plush with white wigs passed trays of cakes and
sandwiches and tiny gilt cups of exquisite tea. The
Court, so to speak, removed its white gloves, and
was noisy and informal. True, at dinner again cere-
mony and etiquette would reign. The march into
the dining-hall between rows of bowing servants, the
set conversation, led by the King, the long and tedi-
ous courses, the careful watch for precedence — that
was dinner at the Palace.

But now all that was changed. The King did not
leave his apartment. Annunciata occasionally took
tea with the suite, but, glad for an excuse, left the
Court to dine without her. Sometimes for a half-
hour she lent her royal if somewhat indifferently
attired presence to the salon afterward, where for
thirty minutes or so she moved from group to group,
exchanging a few more or less gracious words. But
such times were rare. The Archduchess, according
to Court gossip, had *‘slumped.”
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To Hedwig the change had been a relief. The en-
tourage, with its gossip, its small talk, its liaisons,
excited in her only indifference and occasional loath-
ing. Not that her short life had been without its
affairs. She was too lovely for that But they had
touched her only faintly.

On the day of the Chancellor’s visit to her mother
she went to tea in the schoolroom. She came in
glowing from a walk, with the jacket of her dark vel-
vet suit thrown open, and a bunch of lilies-of-the-
valley tucked in her belt. _

Tea had already come, and Captain Larisch,
holding his cup, was standing by the table. The
Crown Prince, who was allowed only one cup, was
having a second of hot water and milk, equal parts,
and sweetened.

Hedwig slipped out of her jacket and drew off her
gloves. She had hardly glanced at Nikky, although
she knew quite well every motion he had made since
she entered. ‘I am famished!" she said, and pro-
ceeded to eat very little and barely touch the tea.
‘‘Please don’t go, Miss Braithwaite. And now, how
is everything?”’

Followed a long half-hour, in which the Crown
Prince talked mostly of the Land of Desire and the
American boy. Miss Braithwaite, much indulged by
long years of service, crocheted, and Nikky Larisch,
from the embrasure of a window, watched the little
group. In reality he watched Hedwig, all his hum-
ble, boyish heart in his eyes.
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After a time Hedwig slipped the lilies out of her
belt and placed them in a glass of water.

“They are thirsty, poor things,” she said to Otto.
Only — and here was a strange thing, if she were
really sorry for them — one of the stalks fell to the
floor, and she did not trouble to pick it up. Nikky
retrieved it, and pretended to place it with the
others. But in reality he had palmed it quite neatly,
and a little later he pocketed it. Still later, he placed
it in his prayer-book.

The tea-table became rather noisy. The room
echoed with laughter. Even Miss Braithwaite was
compelled to wipe her eyes over some of Nikky's
sallies, and the Crown Prince was left quite gasping.
Nikky was really in his best form, being most un-
reasonably happy, and Hedwig, looking much taller
than in her boyish riding-clothes — Hedwxg was
fairly palpitating with excitement.

Nikky was a born mimic. First he took off the
King’s Council, one by one. Then in an instant he
was Napoleon, which was easy, of course; and the
next second, with one of the fur tails which had come
unfastened from Hedwig’s muff, he had become a
pirate, with the tail for a great mustache. One of
the very best things he did, however, was to make
a widow's cap out of a tea-napkin, and surmount it
with a tiny coronet, which was really Hedwig's
bracelet. He put it on, drew down his upper lip,
and puffed his cheeks, and there was Queen Victo-
ria of England to the life.
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Hedwig was so delighted with this that she made
him sit down, and draped one of Miss Braithwaite’s
shawls about his shoulders. It was difficult to look
like Queen Victoria under the circumstances, with
her small hands deftly draping and smoothing. But
Nikky did very well.

It was just as Hedwig was tucking the shawl about
his neck to hide the collar of his tunic, and Miss
Braithwaite was looking a trifle offended, because
she considered the memory of Queen Victoria not to
be trifled with, and just as Nikky took a fresh breath
and puffed out his cheeks again, that the Archduch-
ess came in.

She entered unannounced, save by a jingle of
chains, and surveyed the room with a single furious
glance. Queen Victoria's cheeks collapsed and the
coronet slid slightly to one side. Then Nikky rose
and jerked off the shawl and bowed. Every one
looked rather frightened, except the Crown Prince.
In a sort of horrible silence he advanced and kissed
Annunciata’s hand.

“So this is what you are doing,” observed Her
Royal Highness to Hedwig. ‘In this — this un-
dignified manner you spend your time!”

- “It is very innocent fun, mother.”

For that matter, there was nothing very dignified
in the scene that followed. The Archduchess dis-
missed the governess and the Crown Prince, quite
as if he had been an ordinary child, and naughty at
that. Miss Braithwaite looked truculent. After all,
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the heir to the throne is the heir to the throne and
should have the privilege of his own study. But Hed-
wig gave her an appealing glance, and she went out,
closing the door with what came dangerously near
being a slam.

The Archduchess surveyed the two remaining cul-
prits with a terrible gaze. ‘‘Now,” she said, ‘“how
long have these ridiculous performances been going
on?”

““Mother!” said Hedwig.

* Answer me.” k

““The question is absurd. There was no harm in
what we were doing. It amused Otto. He has few
enough pleasures. Thanks to all of us, he is very
lonely.”

““And since when have you assumed the respon-
sibility for his upbringing?”’

“] remember my own dreary childhood,” said
Hedwig stiffly.

The Archduchess turned on her furiously. ‘‘ More
and more,”’ she said, ‘‘as you grow up, Hedwig, you
remind me of your unfortunate father. You have the
same lack of dignity, the same’ — she glanced at
Nikky — * the same common tastes, the same habit
of choosing strange society, of forgetting your rank.”

Hedwig was scarlet, but Nikky had gone pale. As
for the Archduchess, her cameos were rising and fall-
ing stormily. With hands that shook, Hedwig picked
up her jacket and hat. Then she moved toward the
door.
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‘‘Perhaps you are right, mother,” she said, ‘“but
I hope I shall never have the bad taste to speak ill
of the dead.” Then she went out.

The scene between the Archduchess and Nikky
began in a storm and ended in a sort of hopeless
quiet. Miss Braithwaite had withdrawn to her sit-
ting-room, but even there she could hear the voice
of Annunciata, rasping and angry.

It was very clear to Nikky from the beginning that
the Archduchess’s wrath was not for that afternoon
alone. And in his guilty young mind rose various
memories, all infinitely dear, all infinitely, incredibly
reckless — other frolics around the tea-table, rides
in the park, lessons in the riding-school. Very soon
he was confessing them all, in reply to sharp ques-
tions. When the tablet of his sins was finally uncov-
ered, the Archduchess was less angry and a great
deal more anxious. Hedwig free was a problem.
Hedwig in love with this dashing boy was a greater
one.

““Of one thing I must assure Your Highness,” said
Nikky. “These — these meetings have been of my
seeking.”

“The Princess requires no defense, Captain
Larisch.”

That put him back where he belonged, and An-
- nunciata did a little thinking, while Nikky went on,
in his troubled way, running his fingers through his
hair until he looked rather like an uneasy but ardent-
eyed porcupine. He acknowledged that these meet-
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ings had meant much to him, everything to him, he
would confess, but he had never dared to hope. He
 had always thought of Her Royal Highness as the
granddaughter of his King. He had never spoken a
word that he need regret. Annunciata listened, and
took his measure shrewdly. He was the sort of
young fool, she told herself, who would sacrifice him-
self and crucify his happiness for his country. It was
on just such shoulders as his that the throne was up-
held. His loyalty was more to be counted on than
his heart.

She changed her tactics adroitly, sat down, even
softened her voice. ‘‘I have been emphatic, Captain
Larisch,” she said, ‘because, as I think you know,
things are not going too well with us. To help the
situation, certain plans are being made. I will be
more explicit. A marriage is planned for the Prin-
cess Hedwig, which will assist us all. It is” —
she hesitated imperceptibly — ‘‘the King's dearest
wish.”

Horror froze on Nikky's face. But he bowed.

‘‘ After what you have told me, I shall ask your
codperation,” said Annunciata smoothly. ‘While
there are some of us who deplore the necessity, still
— it exists. And an alliance with Karnia —"’

“Karnia!” cried Nikky, violating all ceremonial,
of course. ‘‘But surely —!”’

The Archduchess rose and drew herself to her full
height. ‘I have given you confidence for confidence,
Captain Larisch,” she said coldly. ‘‘The Princess
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Hedwig has not yet been told. We shall be glad of
your assistance when that time comes. It is possible
that it will not come. In case it does, we shall count
on you.”

Nikky bowed deeply as she went out, bowed, with
death in his eyes.

And thus it happened that Captain Nicholas
Larisch, aide-de-camp to his Royal Highness the
Crown Prince Ferdinand William Otto, and of no
other particular importance, was informed of the
Princess Hedwig's projected marriage before she
was. And not only informed of it, but committed to
forward it, if he could!



CHAPTER VIII
THE LETTER

THE Countess Loschek was alone. Alone and storm-
ing. She had sent her maid away with a sharp word,
and now she was pacing the floor.

Hedwig, of all people!

She hated her. She had always hated her. For
her youth, first; later, when she saw how things were
going, for the accident that had made her a grand-
daughter to the King.

And Karl.

Even this last June, when Karl had made his
looked-for visit to the summer palace where the
Court had been in residence, he had already had the
thing in mind. Even when his arms had been about
her, Olga Loschek, he had been looking over her
shoulder, as it were, at Hedwig. He had had it all
in his wicked head, even then. For Karl was wicked.
None would know it better than she, who was
risking everything, life itself, for him. Wicked, un-
grateful, and unscrupulous. She loathed him while
she loved him.

The thing would happen. This was the way things
were done in Courts. An intimation from one side
that a certain thing would be agreeable and profit-
able. A discussion behind closed doors. A reply that
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the intimation had been well received. Then the
formal proposal, and its acceptance.

Hedwig would marry Karl. She might be trouble-
some, would indeed almost certainly be trouble-
some. Strangely enough, the Countess hated her the
more for that. To value so lightly the thing for
which Olga Loschek would have given her soul, this
in itself was hateful. But there was more. The
Countess saw much with her curiously wide, almost
childishly bland eyes; it was only now that it oc-
curred to her to turn what she knew of Hedwig and
Nikky to account.

She stopped pacing the floor, and sat down.
Suppose Hedwig and Nikky Larisch went away to-
gether? Hedwig, she felt, would have the courage
even for that. That would stop things. But Hedwig
did not trust her. And there was about Nikky a
dog-like quality of devotion, which warned her that,
the deeper his love for Hedwig, the more unlikely he
would be to bring her to disgrace Nikky might be
difficult.

“The fool!” said the Countess, between her
clenched teeth. To both the Archduchess Annun-
ciata and her henchwoman, people were chiefly
divided into three classes, fools, knaves, and them-
selves.

She must try for Hedwig's confidence, then. But
Karl! How to reach him? Not with reproaches, not
with anger. She knew her man well. To hold him
off was the first thing. To postpone the formal pro-
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posal, and gain time. If the Chancellor had been
right, and things were as bad as they appeared, the
King's death would precipitate a crisis. Might, in-
deed, overturn the throne.

And Karl had changed. The old days when he
loved trouble were gone. His thoughts, like all
thoughts these days, she reflected contemptuously,
were turned to peace, not to war. He was for beating
his swords into ploughshares, with a vengeance.

To hold him off, then. To gain time.

The King was very feeble. This affair of yester-
day had told on him. The gossip of the Court was
that the day had seen a change for the worse. His
heart was centered on the Crown Prince.

Ah, here was another viewpoint. Suppose the
Crown Prince had not-come back? What would
happen, with the King dead, and no king? Chaos, of
course. A free hand to revolution. Hedwig fighting
for her throne, and inevitably losing it. Then what
about Karl and his dreams of peace?

But that was further than she cared to go just
then. She would finish certain work that she had set
out to do, and then she was through. No longer
would dread and terror grip her in the night hours.

But she would finish. Karl should never say she
had failed him. In her new rage against him she was
for cleaning the slate at once. She had in her pos-
session papers for which he waited or pretended to
wait: data secured by means she did not care to re-
member; plans and figures carefully compiled — a
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thousand deaths in one, if they were found on her.
She would get them out of her hands at once.

It was still but little after five. She brought her
papers together on her small mahogany desk, from
such hiding-places as women know — the linings of
perfumed sachets, the toes of small slippers, the se-
cret pocket in a muff; and having locked her doors,
put them in order. Her hands were trembling, but
she worked skillfully. She was free until the dinner
hour, but she had a great deal to do. The papers in
order, she went to a panel in the wall of her dressing-
room, and, sliding it aside, revealed the safe in
which her jewels were kept. Not that her jewels
were very valuable, but the safe was there, and she
used it.

The palace, for that matter, was full of cunningly
contrived hiding-places. Some, in times of stress,
had held jewels. Others — rooms these, built in the
stone walls and carefully mapped — had held even
royal refugees themselves. The map was in the
King’s possession, and descended from father to son,
a curious old paper, with two of the hidden rooms
marked off in colored inks as closed. Closed, with
strange secrets beyond, quite certainly.

The Countess took out a jewel-case, emptied it,
" lifted its chamois cushions, and took out a small
book. It was an indifferent hiding-place, but long
immunity had made her careless. Referring to the
book, she wrote a letter in code. It was, to all ap-
pearances, a friendly letter referring to a familyin her
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native town, and asking that the recipient see that
assistance be sent them before Thursday of the fol-
lowing week. The assistance was specified with much
detail — at her expense to send so many blankets,
so many loaves of bread, a long list. Having finished,
she destroyed, by burning, a number of papers,
watching until the last ash had turned from dull
red to smoking gray. The code-book she hesitated
over, but at last, with a shrug of her shoulders,
she returned it to its hiding-place in the jewel-
case.

Coupled with her bitterness was a sense of relief.
Only when the papers were destroyed had she real-
ized the weight they had been. She summoned
Minna, her maid, and dressed for the street. Then,
Minna accompanying her, she summoned her car-
riage and went shopping.

She reached the palace again in time to dress for
dinner. Somewhere on that excursion she had left
the letter, to be sent to its destination over the bor-
der by special messenger that night.-

Prince Ferdinand William Otto, at the moment
of her return, was preparing for bed. At a quarter
to seven he had risen, bowed to Miss Braithwaite,
said good-night, and disappeared toward his bed-
room and his waiting valet. But a moment later he
reappeared.

“T beg your pardon,” he said, ‘but I think your
watch is fast.”

Miss Braithwaite consulted it. Then, rising, she



74 LONG LIVE THE KING!

went to the window and compared it with the moon-
like face of the cathedral clock.

“There is a difference of five minutes,” she con-
ceded. ‘‘But I have no confidence in the cathedral
clock. It needs oiling, probably. Besides, there are
always pigeons sitting on the hands.”

““May I wait for five minutes?”’

‘“What could you do in five minutes?”

“Well,” he suggested, rather pleadingly, ‘‘we
might have a little conversation, if you are not too
tired.”

Miss Braithwaite sighed. It had been a long day
and not a calm one, and conversation with His
Highness meant questions, mostly.

“Very well,” she said.

“I'm not at all sleepy,” Prince Ferdinand Wil-
liam Otto observed, climbing on a chair. ‘I thought
you might tell me about America. I'm awfully curi-
ous about America.”

“I suppose you mean the United States.”

“I'm not sure. It has New York, in it, anyhow.
They don’t have kings, do they?”

“No,"” said Miss Braithwaite, shortly. She hated
republics.

“What I wondered was,” said Ferdinand Wil-
liam Otto, swinging his legs, “how they managed
without a king. Who tells them what to do? I'm
interested, because I met a boy yesterday who came
from there, and he talked quite a lot about it. He
was a very interesting boy.”
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Miss Braithwaite waived the matter of yesterday.
‘‘In arepublic,” she said, ‘‘ the people think they can
govern themselves. But they do it very badly. The
average intelligence among people in the mass is al-
ways rather low.”

‘““He said,” went on His Royal Highness, pursu-
ing a line of thought, ‘that the greatest man in the
world was a man named Lincoln. But that he is
dead. And he said that kings were nuisances, and
did n't earn their bread-and-butter. Of course,”
Otto hastened to explain, ‘‘ he did n’t know that my
grandfather is a king. After that, I did n’t exactly
like to tell him. It would have made him very un-
comfortable.” Here he yawned, but covered it with
a polite hand, and Oskar, his valet, came to the
doorway and stood waiting. He was a dignified per-
son in a plum-colored livery, because the King con-
sidered black gloomy for a child.

The Crown Prince slipped to the floor, and stood
with his feet rather wide apart, looking steadfastly
at Miss Braithwaite. ‘‘I would like very much to
see that boy again,” he observed. ‘‘He was a nice
boy, and very kind-hearted. If we could go to the
Scenic Railway when we are out in the carriage, I —
I'd enjoy it.”” He saw refusal in her face, for he
added hurriedly, ‘‘Not to ride. I just want to look
at it.” '

Miss Braithwaite was touched, but firm. She ex-

" plained that it would be better if the Crown Prince
did not see the boy again; and to soften the refusal,
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she reminded him that the American child did not
like royalties, and that even to wave from his car-
riage with the gold wheels would therefore be a tac-
tical error.

Prince Ferdinand William Otto listened, and
Oskar waited. And something that had been joyous
and singing in a small boy’s heart was suddenly still.

I had forgotten about that,” he said.

Then Miss Braithwaite rose, and the.Prince put
his heels together with a click, and bowed, as he had
been taught to do.

**Good-night,” he said.

“Good-night, Your Highness,” replied Miss .
Braithwaite.

At the door Prince Ferdinand William Otto turned
and bowed again. Then he went out, and the door
closed behind him. _

He washed himself, with Oskar standing by, hold-
ing a great soft towel. Even the towels were too
large. And he brushed his teeth, and had two drinks
of water, because a stiffish feeling in his throat per-
sisted. And at last he crawled up into the high bed
that was so much too big for him, and had to crawl
out again, because he had forgotten his prayers.

When everything was done, and the hour of put-
ting out the light could no longer be delayed, he said
good-night to Oskar, who bowed. There was a great
deal of bowing in Otto’s world. Then, whisk! it was
dark, with only the moon face of the cathedral clock
for company. And as it was now twenty minutes
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past seven, the two hands drooped until it looked like
a face with a cruel mouth, and was really very poor
company.

Oskar, having bowed himself into the corridor and
past the two sentries, reported to a very great dig-
nitary across the hall that His Royal Highness the
Crown Prince Ferdinand William Otto was in bed.
And the dignitary had a chance to go away and get
his dinner.

But alone in his great bed the Crown Prince was
shedding a few shamefaced tears. He was extremely
ashamed of them. He felt that under no circum-
stances would his soldier father have behaved so.
He reached out and secured one of the two clean
folded handkerchiefs that were always placed on the
bedside stand at night, and blew his nose very
loudly. But he could not sleep.

He gave Miss Braithwaite time to go to her sit-
ting-room, and for eight o’clock to pass, because
once every hour, all night, a young gentleman of the
Court, appointed for this purpose and dubbed a
““wet-nurse’’ by jealous comrades, cautiously opened
his door and made a stealthy circuit of the room, to
see that all was well.

The Crown Prince got up. He neglected to put on
his bedroom slippers, of course, and in his bare feet
he padded across the room to the study door. It was
not entirely dark. A night-light burned there. It
stood on a table directly under the two crossed
swords. Beneath the swords, in a burnt-wood frame,
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were the pictures of his father and mother. Hedwig
had given him a wood-burning outfit at Christmas,
and he had done the work himself. It consisted of
the royal arms, somewhat out of drawing and not
exactly in the center of the frame, and a floral border
of daisies, extremely geometrical, because he had
drawn them in first with a compass. _

The boy, however, gave the pictures only a hasty
glance and proceeded, in a business-like manner, to
carry a straight chair to the cabinet. On the top
shelf sat the old cloth dog. Its shoe-button eyes
looked glazed with sleep, but its ears were quite
alert. Very cautiously the Crown Prince unlocked
the door, stepped precariously to the lower shelf of
the cabinet, hung there by one royal hand, and lifted
the dog down.

At nine o’clock the wet-nurse took off his sword
in another room and leaned it against a chair. Then
he examined his revolver, in accordance with a form-
ula prescribed by the old King. Then he went in
and examined the room with a flashlight, and lis-
tened to the Crown Prince’s breathing. He had been
a croupy baby. And, at last, he turned the flash-
light on to the bed. A pair of shoe-button eyes stared
at him from the pillow.

“Well, I'm damned,” said the wet-nurse. And
went out, looking thoughtful.



CHAPTER IX
A FINE NIGHT

IN a shop where, that afternoon, the Countess had
purchased some Lyons silks, one of the clerks, Peter
Niburg, was free at last. At seven o’clock, having
put away the last rolls of silk on the shelves behind
him, and covered them with calico to keep off the
dust; having given a final glance of disdain at the
clerk in the linens, across; having reached under the
‘counter for his stiff black hat of good quality and his
silver-topped cane; having donned the hat and hung
the stick to his arm with two swaggering gestures;
having prepared his offensive, so to speak, he ad-
vanced.

Between Peter Niburg and Herman Spier of the
linens, was a feud. Its source, in the person of a
pretty cashier, had gone, but the feud remained. It
was of the sort that smiles with the lips and scowls
with the eyes, that speaks pleasantly quite awful
things, although it was Peter Niburg who did most
of the talking. Herman Spier was a moody individ-
ual, given to brooding. A man who stood behind his
linens, and hated with his head down.

And he hated Peter. God, how he hated him! The
cashier was gone, having married a restaurant
keeper, and already she waxed fat. But Herman’s
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hatred grew with the days. And business being bad,
much of the time he stood behind his linens and
thought about a certain matter, which was this: —

How did Peter Niburg do it?

They were paid the same scant wage. Each Mon-
day they stood together, Peter smiling and he frown-
ing, and received into open palms exactly enough to
live on, without extras. And each Monday Peter
pocketed his cheerfully, and went back to his post,
twirling his mustache as though all the money of
the realm jingled in his trousers.

To accept the inevitable, to smile over one’s
poverty, that is one thing. But there was more to
it. Peter made his money go amazingly far. It was
Peter, for instance, who on name-days had been able
to present the little cashier with a nosegay. Which
had, by the way, availed him nothing against the
delicatessen offerings of the outside rival. When,
the summer before, the American Scenic Railway had
opened to the public, with much crossing of flags, the
national emblem and the Stars and Stripes, it was
Peter who had invited the lady to an evening of
thrills on that same railway at a definite sum per
thrill. Nay, more, as Herman had seen with his own
eyes, taken her afterward to a coffee-house, and
shared with her a litre of white wine. A litre, no
less.

Herman himself had been to the Scenic Railway,
but only because he occupied a small room in the
house where the American manager lived. The man-
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ager had given tickets to Black Humbert, the con-
cierge, but Humbert was busy with other things,
and was, besides, chary of foreign deviltries. So he
had passed the tickets on.

It was Peter, then, who made the impossible pos-
sible, who wore good clothes and did not have his
boots patched, who went, rumor said, to the Opera
now and then, and followed the score on his own
battered copy.

How?

Herman Spier had suspected him of many things;
had secretly audited his cash slips; had watched him
for surreptitious parcels of silk. Once he had thought
he had him. But the package of Lyons silk, opened
by the proprietor at Herman's suggestion, proved to
be material for a fancy waistcoat, and paid for by
Peter Niburg’'s own hand.

With what? Herman stood confused, even con-
founded, but still suspicious. And now, this very
day, he had stumbled on something. A great lady
from the Court had made a purchase, and had left,
under a roll of silk, a letter. There was no mistake.
And Peter Niburg had put away the silk, and pock-
eted the letter, after a swift glance over the little
shop.

An intrigue, then, with Peter Niburg as the go-be-
tween, or — something else. Something vastly more
important, the discovery of which would bring Her-
man prominence beyond his fellows in a certain se-
cret order to which he belonged.
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In a way, he was a stupid man, this pale-eyed clerk
who sold the quaint red and yellow cottons of the
common people side by side with the heavy linens
that furnished forth the tables of the rich. But hatred
gave him wits. Gave him speed, too. He was only
thirty feet behind Peter Niburg when that foppish
gentleman reached the corner.

Herman was skilled in certain matters. He knew,
for instance, that a glance into a shop window, a
halt to tie a shoe, may be a ruse for passing a paper
to other hands. But Peter did not stop. He went,
not more swiftly than usual, to his customary restau-
rant, one which faced over the Square and com-
manded a view of the Palace. And there he settled
himself in a window and ordered his dinner.

From the outside Herman stared in. He did not
dine there. It was, for one thing, a matter of bit-'
terness to see sitting at the cashier’s high desk, the
little Marie, grown somewhat with flesh, it is true,
but still lovely in his eyes. It made Herman wince,
even now, to see through the window that her hus-
band patted her hand as he brought her money to
be changed.

He lurked in the shadows outside, and watched.
Peter sat alone. He had bowed very stiffly to Marie,
and had passed the desk with his chest out. She had
told him once that he had a fine figure.

Peter sat alone, and stared out. Herman took
shelter, and watched. But Peter Niburg did not see
him. His eyes were fixed on the gloomy mass across,
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shot with small lights from deep windows, which was
the Palace.

Peter was calm. He had carried many such let-
ters as the one now hidden in his breast pocket. No
conscience stirred in him. If he did not do this work,
others would. He shrugged his shoulders. ‘He drank
his brandy, and glanced at Marie. He found her eyes
on him. Pretty eyes they still were, and just now
speculative. He smiled at her, but she averted
her head, and colored. Many things filled Peter Ni-
burg’s mind. If now she was not happy, what then?
Her husband adored her. It was fatal. A woman
should not be too sure of a husband. And probably
he bored her. Another six months, and perhaps she
would not turn away her head. _

He had until midnight. At that hour a messenger
would receive the letter from him in the colonnade
of the cathedral. On this night, each week, the mes-
senger waited. Sometimes there was a letter, some-
times none. That was all. It was amazingly simple,
and for it one received the difference between pen-
ury and comfort.

Seeing Peter settled, a steaming platter before
him, Herman turned and hurried through the night.
This which he had happened on was a big thing, too
big for him alone. Two heads were better than one.
He would take advice.

Off the main avenue he fell into a smart trot. The
color came to his pale cheeks. A cold sweat broke
out over him. He was short of wind from many cig=
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arettes. But at last he reached the house. It was
near the park. Although the season was early spring
and there was more than a hint of winter in the air,
the Scenic Railway, he perceived, was already open
for business. Certainly the Americans were enter-
prising.

The double doors of the tall, gloomy house on the
Road of Good Children were already closed for the
evening. As he stood panting, after he had rung the
bell, Herman Spier could look across to that remote
and unfashionable end of the great park where the
people played on pleasant evenings, and where even
now, on the heels of winter, the Scenic Railway made
a pretense at summer.

The sight recalled that other vision of Marie and
Peter Niburg, snugly settled in a car, Marie a trifle
pale and apprehensive. Herman swore softly, and
opened the doors.

Black Humbert was not in his bureau, behind the
grating. With easy familiarity Herman turned to a
door beyond and entered. A dirty little room, it was
littered now with the preparations for a meal. On
the bare table were a loaf, a jug of beer, and a dish of
fried veal. The concierge was at the stove making
gravy in a frying-pan — a huge man, bearded and
heavy of girth, yet stepping lightly, like a cat. A
dark man and called ‘‘the Black,” he yet revealed,
on full glance, eyes curiously pale and flat.

No greeting passed between them. Humbert gave
his visitor a quick glance. Herman closed the door,
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and wiped out the band of his hat. The concierge
poured the gravy over the meat.

“I have discovered something,” Herman said.
‘‘ As to its value, I know nothing, or its use to us.”

‘“‘Let me judge that.” But the concierge was un-
moved by Herman's excitement. He dealt in sensa-
tions. His daily tools were men less clever than him-
self, men who constantly made worthless discoveries.
And it was the dinner hour. His huge body was cry-
ing for food.

‘It is a matter of a letter.”

“Sit down, man, and tell it. Or do you wish me
to draw the information, like bad teeth?"”’

“A letter from the Palace,” said Herman. And
explained.

Black Humbert listened. He was skeptical, but
not entirely incredulous. He knew the Court — none
better. The women of the Court wrote many letters.
He saw a number of them, through one of his men
in the post-office. There were many intrigues. After
all, who could blame them? The Court was dreary
enough these days, and if they chose to amuse them-
selves as best they could — one must make allow-
ances.

“A liaison!’’ he said at last, with his mouth full.
‘“The Countess is handsome, and bored. ‘Annunciata
is driving her to wickedness, as she drove her hus-
band. But it is worth consideration. Even the
knowledge of an intrigue is often helpful. Of what
size was the letter?”’ '
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‘‘ A small envelope. I saw no more.”

The concierge reflected. ‘The Countess uses a
gray paper with a coronet.”

*“This was white.”

Black Humbert reflected. ‘“There is, of course, a
chance that he has already passed this on. But even
if so, there will be others. The Countess comes often
to the shop?”’

“Once in a week, perhaps.”

“So.” The big man rose, and untied his soiled
apron. ‘“Go back,” he said, ‘‘and enter the restau-
rant. Order a small meal, that you may have fin-
ished when he does. Leave with him and suggest the
Hungaria.”

““Hungaria! I have no money.”

“You will need no money. Now, mark this: Ata
certain corner you will be attacked and robbed. A
mere form,” he added, as he saw Herman’s pallid
face go whiter. ‘For the real envelope will be sub-
stituted another. In his breast-pocket, you said.
Well, then suggest going tohis room. He may,’”’ added
the concierge grimly, *require your assistance.
Leave him at his lodging, but watch the house. It is
important to know to whom he delivers these let-
ters.” :

As the man stood, he seemed to the cowering Her-
man to swell until he dominated the room. He took
on authority. To Herman came suddenly the mem-
ory of a hidden room, and many men, and one, huge
and towering, who held the others in the hollow
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of his hand. Herman turned to go, but at the door
the concierge stopped him.

“A moment,” he said. ‘““We will select first the
shape and fashion of this envelope you saw. These
matters require finesse.”

He disappeared, returning shortly with a wooden
box, filled to the top with old envelopes. Each had
been neatly opened and its contents extracted. And
on each was neatly penned in a corner the name of
the sender. Herman watched while the concierge
dug through it.

‘“‘Here it is,”’ he said at last. ‘“The Countess, to
her aunt in a nunnery and relating to wool knitting.
See, is this the sort of envelope?”

“That is gray,” Herman Spier said sullenly.

“But in size?”’

“It is similar.”

““Good."” He held the envelope to the light and in-
spected it. ‘‘It would be interesting to know,”’ he
said, ‘“‘whether the Countess has an aunt in this
nunnery, or whether — but go, man. And hurry.”

Left alone, he got together pens, ink, and carbon
paper. He worked awkwardly, his hands too large
for the pen, his elbows spread wide over the table.
But the result was fair. He surveyed it with satis-
faction.

Meanwhile, back went Herman over his earlier
route. But now he did not run. His craven knees
shook beneath him. Fresh sweat, not of haste but of
fear, broke out over him. He who was brave enough
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of tongue in the meetings, who was capable of rising
to heights of cruelty that amounted to ferocity when
one of a mob, was a coward alone.

However, the sight of the restaurant, and of
his fellow-clerk eating calmly, quieted him. Peter
Niburg was still alone. Herman took a table near
him, and ordered a bowl of soup. His hands shook,
but the hot food revived him. After all, it was sim-
ple enough. But, of course, it hinged entirely on his
fellow-clerk’s agreeing to accompany him.

He glanced across. Peter Niburg was eating, but
his eyes were fixed on Madame Marie, at her high
desk. There was speculation in them, and something
else. Triumph, perhaps.

Suddenly Herman became calm. Calm with hate.

And, after all, it was very easy. Peter Niburg was
lonely. The burden of the letter oppressed him. He
wanted the comfort of human conversation and the
reassurance of a familiar face. When the two met at
the-rack by the door which contained their hats, his
expression was almost friendly. They went out to-
gether.

‘““A fine night,” said Herman, and cast an eye at
the sky.

“Fine enough.”

“Too good to waste in sleep. I was thinking,”
observed Herman, ‘‘of an hour or two at the Hun-
garia.”

The Hungaria! Something in Peter’s pleasure-
hungry heart leaped, but he mocked his fellow-clerk.
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“Since when,” he inquired, ‘‘ have you frequented
the Hungaria?”

“T feel in the mood,” was the somewhat sullen
reply. ‘‘I work hard enough, God knows, to have a
little pleasure now and then.” Danger was making
him shrewd. He turned away from Peter Niburg,
then faced him again. ‘‘If you care to come,” he
suggested. ‘““Not a supper, you understand, but a
glass of wine, Italian champagne,’’ he added.

Peter Niburg was fond of sweet champagne.

Peter Niburg pushed his hat to the back of his
head, and hung his stick over his forearm. After all,
why not? Marie was gone. Let the past die. If Her-
man could make the first move, let him, Peter, make
the second. He linked arms with his old enemy.

“A fine night,” he said.



CHAPTER X
THE RIGHT TO LIVE AND LOVE

DINNER was over in the dull old dining-room. The
Archduchess Annunciata lighted a cigarette, and
glanced across the table at Hedwig.

Hedwig had been very silent during the meal. She
had replied civilly when spoken to, but that was all.
Her mother, who had caught the Countess's trick of
narrowing her eyes, inspected her from under low-
ered lids.

“Well?” she said. ‘‘ Are you still sulky?”’

“I? Not at all, mother.” Her head went up, and
she confronted her mother squarely.

I should like to inquire, if I may,”” observed the
Archduchess, “just how you have spent the day —
until the little divertissement on whichl stumbled.
This morning, for instance?”’

Hedwig shrugged her shoulders, but her color rose.
It came in a soft wave over her neck and mounted
higher and higher. ‘‘ Very quietly, mother,” she said.

““Naturally. It is always quiet here. But how?”

“I rode.”

‘“Where?”

““At the riding-school, with Otto.”

“Only with Otto?”’

‘‘Captain Larisch was there.”’
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“‘Of course! Then you have practically spent the
day with him!"”

‘I have spent most of the day with Otto.”

“This devotion to Otto — it is new, I think. You
were eager to get out of the nursery. Now, it ap-
pears, you must fly back to schoolroom teas and
other absurdities. I should like to know why.”

“I think Otto is lonely, mother.”

Hilda took advantage of her mother’s preoccupa-
tion to select another peach. She was permitted only
one, being of the age when fruit caused her, collo-
quially speaking, to ‘‘break out.” She was only
faintly interested in the conversation. She dreaded
these family meals, with her mother’s sharp voice
and the Countess Loschek’s almost too soft one.
But now a restrained irritability in the tones of the
Archduchess made her glance up. The Archduchess
was in one of her sudden moods of irritation. Hed-
wig’s remark about Otto’s loneliness, the second
that day, struck home. In her anger she forgot her
refusal to the Chancellor.

“I have something to say that will put an end
to this sentimental nonsense of yours, Hedwig.
I should forbid your seeing this boy, this young
Larisch, if I felt it necessary. I do not. You would
probably see him anyhow, for that matter. Which,
as I observed this afternoon, also reminds me un-
pleasantly of your father.” She rose, and threw her
bolt out of a clear sky. She had had, as a matter of
fact, no previous intention of launching any bolt. It
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was wholly a result of irritation. ‘‘It is unnecessary
to remind you not to make a fool of yourself. But it
may not be out of place to say that your grandfather
has certain plans for you that will take your mind
away from this — this silly boy, soon enough.”

Hedwig had risen, and was standing, very white,
with her hands on the table. ‘What plans, mother?”’

‘““He will tell you.” .

“Not — I am not to be married?”

The Archduchess Annunciata was not all hard.
She could never forgive her children their father.
They reminded her daily of a part of her life that
she would have put behind her. But they were her
children, and Hedwig was all that she was not, gen-
tle and round and young. Suddenly something al-
most like regret stirred in her.

‘“Don’t look like that, child,” she said. ‘It is not
settled. And, after all, one marriage or another —
what difference does it make! Men are men. If one
does not care, it makes the things they do unim-
portant.”

“But surely,” Hedwig gasped, “surely I shall be
consulted?”’

Annunciata shook her head. They had all risen

“and Hilda was standing, the peach forgotten, her
mouth a little open. As for Olga Loschek, she was
very still, but her eyes burned. The Archduchess
remembered her presence no more than that of the
flowers on the table.

““Mother, you cannot look back, and — and re-
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member your own life, and allow me to be wretched.
You cannot!”

Hilda picked up her peach. It was all very excit-
ing, but Hedwig was being rather silly. Besides, why
was she so distracted when she did not know who the
man was? It might be some quite handsome person.
For Hilda was also at the age when men were hand-
some or not handsome, and nothing else.

Unexpectedly Hedwig began to cry. This Hilda
considered going much too far, and bad taste into
the bargain. She slipped the peach into the waist of
her frock.

The Archduchess hated tears, and her softer mo-
ments were only moments. ‘‘Dry your eyes, and
don’t be silly,” she said coldly. ‘‘You have always
known that something of the sort was inevitable.”

She moved toward the door. The two princesses
and her lady in waiting remained still urtil she had
left the table. Then they fell in behind her, and the
little procession moved to the stuffy boudoir, for
coffee. But Hilda slipped her arm around her sister’s
waist, and the touch comforted Hedwig.

“He may be very nice,”” Hilda volunteered cau-
tiously. ‘‘Perhapsitis Karl. I am quite mad about
Karl, myself.”

Hedwig, however, was beyond listening. She
went slowly to a window, and stood gazing out.
Looming against the sky-line, in the very center of
the Place, was the heroic figure of her dead grand-
mother. She fell to wondering about these royal
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women who had preceded her. Her mother, frankly
unhappy in her marriage, permanently embittered;
her grandmother. Hedwig had never seen the King
young. She could not picture him as a lover. To her
he was a fine and lonely figure. But romantic? Had
he ever been romantic?

He had made her mother’s marriage, and had
lived to regret it. He would make hers. But what
about the time when he himself had taken a wife?
Hedwig gazed at the statue. Had she too come with
unwilling arms? And if she had, was it true that
after all, in a year or a lifetime, it made no difference.

She slipped out on to the balcony and closed the
curtains behind her. As her eyes grew accustomed
to the darkness she saw that there was some one
below, under the trees. Her heart beat rapidly. Ina
moment she was certain. It was Nikky down there,
Nikky, gazing up at her as a child may look at a
star. With a quick gesture Hedwig drew the curtain
back. A thin ray of light fell on her, on her slim bare
arms, on her light draperies, on her young face. He
had wanted to see her, and he should see her. Then
she dropped the curtain, and twisted her hands to-
gether lest, in spite of her, they reach out toward
him.

Did she fancy it, or did the figure salute her?
Then came the quick ring of heels on the old stone
pavement. She knew his footsteps, even as she knew
every vibrant, eager inflection of his voice. He went
away, across the Square, like one who, having bent
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his knee to a saint, turns back to the business of the
world.

In the boudoir the Archduchess had picked up
some knitting to soothe her jangled nerves. ‘You
may play now, Hilda,” she said.

Into Hilda's care-free young life came two bad
hours each day. One was the dinner hour, when she
ate under her mother’s pitiless eyes. The other was
the hour after dinner, when, alone in the white
drawing-room beyond the boudoir, with the sliding
doors open, she sat at the grand piano, which was
white and gold, like the room, and as cold, and
played to her mother’s pitiless ears.

She went slowly into the drawing-room. Empty,
it was a dreary place. The heavy chandeliers of gold
and cut glass were unlighted. The crimson and gilt
chairs were covered with white linen. Only the
piano, a gleaming oasis in a desert of polished floor,
was lighted, and that by two tall candles in gilt
candlesticks that reached from the floor. Hilda,
going reluctantly to her post, was the only bit of
life and color in the room.

At last Annunciata dozed, and Hilda played
softly. Played now, not for her mother, but for
herself. And as she played she dreamed: of Hed-
wig's wedding, of her own début, of Karl, who had
fed her romantic heart by treating her like a woman
grown.

The Countess’s opportunity had come. She put
down the dreary embroidery with which she filled
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the drearier evenings, and moved to the window.
She walked quietly, like a cat.

Her first words to Hedwig were those of Peter
Niburg as he linked arms with his enemy and started
down the street. “A fine night, Highness,” she said.

Hedwig raised her eyes to the stars. *“It is very
lovely.”

‘A night to spend out-of-doors, instead of being
shut up —”’ She finished her sentence with a shrug
of the shoulders.

Hedwig was not fond of the Countess. She did not
know why. The truth being, of course, that between
them lay the barrier of her own innocence. Hedwig
could not have put this into words, would not, in-
deed, if she could. But when the Countess's arm
touched hers, she drew aside.

“To-night,” said the lady in waiting dreamily, *“I
should like to be in a motor, speeding over mountain
roads. I come from the mountains, you know. And
I miss them.”

Hedwig said nothing; she wished to be alone with
her trouble.

“In my home, at this time of the year,” the
Countess went on, still softly, * they are driving the
cattle up into the mountains for the summer. At
night one hears them going — a bell far off up the
mountain-side, and sometimes one sees the light of a
lantern.” '

Hedwig moved, a little impatiently, but as the
Countess went on, she listened. After all, Nikky,
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too, came from the mountains. She saw it all — the
great herds moving with deliberate eagerness al-
ready sniffing the green slopes above, and the star of
the distant lantern. She could even hear the thin
note of the bell. And because she was sorry for the
Countess, who was homesick, and perhaps because
just then she had to speak to some one, she turned
to her at last with the thing that filled her mind.

““This marriage,” she said bitterly. ‘‘Is it talked
about? Am I the only one in the palace who has not
known about it?"’

““No, Highness, I had heard nothing."”

‘‘But you knew about it?”’

“Only what I heard to-night. Of course, there
" are always rumors.”

‘ As to the other, the matter my mother referred
to,” Hedwig held her head very high, ‘‘I — she was
unjust. Am I never to have any friends?”’

The Countess turned and, separating the curtains,
surveyed the room within. Annunciata was asleep,
and beyond, Hilda was playing dreamily, and very
softly, as behooves one whose bedtime is long past.
When the Countess dropped the curtain, she turned
abruptly to Hedwig.

‘“Friends, Highness? One may have friends, of
. course. It is not friendship they fear.”

“What then?”

“A lover,” said the Countess softly. ‘It is im-
possible to see Captain Larisch in your presence, and
not realize —""
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“Go on.”

‘“ And not realize, Highness, that he is in love with
you.”

“How silly!” said the Princess Hedwig, with
glowing eyes.

“But Highness!” implored the Countess. ‘‘If
only you would use a little caution. Open defiance
is its own defeat.”

“I am not ashamed of what I do,” said Hed-
wig hotly. '

‘“Ashamed! Of course not. But things that are
harmless in others, in your position — you are
young. You should have friends, gayety. I am,” she
smiled grimly in the darkness, ‘“‘not so old myself
but that I can understand.”

“Who told my mother that I was having tea
with — with Prince Otto?”’

““These things get about. Where there is no gos-
sip, there are plenty to invent it. And — pardon,
Highness — frankness, openness, are not always
understood.”

Hedwig stood still. The old city was preparing for
sleep. In the Place a few lovers loitered, standing
close, and the faint tinkling of a bell told of the
Blessed Sacrament being carried through the streets
to some bedside of the dying. Soon the priest came
into view, walking rapidly, with his skirts flapping
around his legs. Before him marched a boy, ringing
a bell and carrying a lighted lamp. The priest bent
his steps through the Place, and the lovers kneeled
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as he passed by. The Princess Hedwig bowed her
head. .

It seemed to her, all at once, that the world
was full of wretchedness and death, and of separa-
tion, which might be worse than death. The lamp,
passing behind trees, shone out fitfully. The bell
tinkled —a thin, silvery sound that made her heart
ache.

“I wish I could help you, Highness,” said the
Countess. ‘I should like to see you happy. But
happiness does not come of itself. We must fight
for it.”

“Fight? What chance have I to fight?"’ Hedwig
asked scornfully.

““One thing, of course, I could do,” pursued the
Countess. ‘‘On those days when you wish to have
tea with — His Royal Highness, I could arrange,
perhaps, to let you know if any member of the fam-
ily intended going to his apartments.”

It was a moment before Hedwig comprehended.
Then she turned to her haughtily. ‘“When I wish to
have tea with my cousin,’’ she said coldly, ‘I shall
do it openly, Countess.”

She left the balcony abruptly, abandoning the
Countess to solitary fury, the greater because tri-
umph had seemed so near. Alone, she went red and
white, bit her lips, behaved according to all the
time-honored traditions. And even swore —in a
polite, lady-in-waiting fashion, to be sure — to get
even.

635R
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Royalties, as she knew well, were difficult to
manage. They would go along perfectly well, and
act like human beings, and rage and fuss and grieve,
and even weep. And then, quite unexpectedly, the
royal streak would show. But royalties in love were
rather rare in her experience. Love was, generally
speaking, not a royal attribute. Apparently it re-
quired a new set of rules.

Altogether, the Countess Loschek worked herself
to quite as great a fury as if her motives had been
purely altruistic, and not both selfish and wicked.

That night, while the Prince Ferdinand William
Otto hugged the woolen dog in his sleep; while the
Duchess Hilda, in front of her dressing-table, was
having her hair brushed; while Nikky roamed the
streets and saw nothing but the vision of a girlon a
balcony, a girl who was lost to him, although she had
never been anything else, Hedwig on her knees at the
prie-dieu in her dressing-room followed the example
of the Chancellor, who, too, had felt himself in a
tight corner, as one may say, and was growing tired
of putting his trust in princes. So Hedwig prayed for
many things: for the softening of hard hearts; for
Nikky's love; and, perhaps a trifle tardily, for the
welfare and recovery of her grandfather, the King.
But mostly she prayed for happiness, for a bit .of
light and warmth in her gray days — to be allowed
to live and love.



CHAPTER XI
RATHER A WILD NIGHT

THINGS were going very wrong for Nikky Larisch.

Not handsome, in any exact sense, was Nikky,
but tall and straight, with a thatch of bright hair
not unlike that of the Crown Prince, and as unruly.
Tall and straight, and occasionally truculent, with
a narrow rapier scar on his left cheek to tell the story
of wild student days, and with two clear young eyes
that had looked out humorously at the world until
lately. But Nikky was not smiling at the world
these days.

Perhaps, at the very first, he had been in love
with the princess, not the woman. It had been
rather like him to fix on the unattainable and wor-
ship it from afar. Because, for all the friendliness of
their growing intimacy, Hedwig was still a star,
whose light touched him, but whose warmth was not
for him. He would have died fighting for her with
a smile on his lips. There had been times when he
almost wished he might. He used to figure out pleas-
ant little dramas, in which, fallen on the battle-
field, his last word, uttered in all reverence, was her
name. But he had no hope of living for her, unless,
of course, she should happen to need him, which was
most unlikely. He had no vanity whatever, al-
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though in parade dress, with white gloves, he hoped
he cut a decent figure.

So she had been his star, and as cold and remote.
And then, that very morning, whether it was the
new cross-saddle suit or whatever it was, Hedwig -
had been thrown. Not badly — she was too expert
for that. As a matter of fact, feeling herself going,
she had flung two strong young arms around her
horse’s neck, and had almost succeeded in lighting
on her feet. It was not at all dramatic.

But Nikky’s heart had stopped beating. He had
lifted her up from where she sat, half vexed and
wholly ashamed, and carried her to a chair. That
was all. But when it was all over, and Hedwig was
only a trifle wobbly and horribly humiliated, Nikky
Larisch knew the truth about himself, knew that he
was in love with the granddaughter of his King, and
that under no conceivable circumstances would he
ever be able to tell her so. Knew, then, that happi-
ness and he had said a long farewell, and would
thereafter travel different roads.

It had stunned him. He had stood quite still and
thought about it. And Prince Ferdinand William
Otto had caught him in the act of thinking, and had
stood before him and surveyed him anxiously.

“You need n't look so worried, you know,” he
protested. ‘‘She’s not really hurt.”

Nikky came back, but slowly. He had in a few
seconds already traveled a long way along the lonely
road. But he smiled down at the little Prince.



HE FLUNG OUT HIS ARMS, THAT WERE BOTH FURIOUS AND
STRONG, AND WITH FACH BLOW THE GROUP
ASSUMED A NEW FORMATION
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‘“But she might have been, you know. It—it
rather alarmed me.”

Prince Ferdinand William Otto was for continuing
the subject. He blamed the accident on the new
riding-suit, and was royally outspoken about it.
‘““And anyhow,” he finished, “I don’t like her in
boy’s clothes. Half of her looks like a girl, and the
rest does n't.”

Nikky, letting his eyes rest on her, realized that
all of her to him was wonderful, and forever beyond
reach.

So that night he started out to think things over.
Probably never before in his life had he deliberately
done such a thing. He had never, as a fact, thought
much at all. It had been his comfortable habit to
let the day take care of itself. Beyond minor prob-
lems of finance — minor because his income was
trifling — he had considered little. In the last bor-
der war he had distinguished himself only when it
was a matter of doing, not of thinking.

He was very humble about himself. His young
swagger was a sort of defiance. And he was not
subtle. Taken suddenly, through the Chancellor’s
favor, into the circles of the Court, its intrigues
and poisoned whispers passed him by. He did
not know they existed. And he had one creed,
and only one: to love God, honor the King, and live
like a gentleman.

On this boy, then, with the capacity for suffering
of his singleminded type, had fallen the mantle of
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trouble. It puzzled him. He did not exactly know
what to do about it. And it hurt. It hurt hor-
ribly.

That night, following the Archduchess’s confi-
dence, he had stood under the Palace windows, in
the Place, and looked up. Not that he expected to
see Hedwig. He did it instinctively, turning toward
her hidden presence with a sort of bewildered yearn-
ing. Across his path, as he turned away, had passed
the little procession of the priest and the Sacrament.
He knelt, as did the lovers and the passers-by, and
when he got up he followed the small flame of the
lamp with his eyes as far as he could see it.

This was life, then. One lived and suffered and
yearned, and then came death. Were there barriers
of rank over there? Or were all equal, so that those
who had loved on earth without hope might meet
face to face? The tinkle of the bell grew fainter.
“This weight that he carried, it would be his all his
life. And then, one day, he too would hear the bell
coming nearer and nearer, and he would die, without
having lived.

But he was young, and the night was crisp and
beautiful. He took a long breath, and looked up at
the stars. After all, things might not be so bad.
Hedwig might refuse this marriage. They were
afraid that she would, or why have asked his help?
When he thought of King Karl, he drew himself up,
and his heels rang hard on the pavement. Karl! A
hard man and a good king — that was Karl. And
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old. From the full manhood of his twenty-three
years Nikky surveyed Karl's almost forty, and con-
sidered it age.

But soon he was bitter again, bitter and jealous.
Back there in the palace they were plotting their
own safety, and making a young girl pay for it. He
swore softly.

It was typical of Nikky to decide that he needed
a hard walk. He translated most of his emotions
into motion. So he set off briskly, turning into the
crowded part of the city. Here were narrow, wind-
ing streets; old houses that overhung above and
almost touched, shutting out all but a thin line of
sky; medieval doorways of heavy oak and iron that
opened into courtyards, where once armed men had
lounged, but where now broken wagons and other
riffraff were stored.

And here it was that Nikky happened on the
thing that was to take him far that night, and bring
about many curious things. Not far ahead of him
two men were talking. They went slowly, arm in
arm. One was talking loquaciously, using his free
arm, on which hung a cane, to gesticulate. The
other walked with bent head.

Nikky, pausing to light a cigarette, fell behind.
But the wind was tricky, and with his third match
he stepped into a stone archway, lighted his ciga-
rette, buttoned his tunic high against the chill, and
emerged to a silent but violent struggle just ahead.
The two men had been attacked by three others, and
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as he stared, the loquacious one went down. In-
stantly a huge figure of a man outlined against the
light from a street-lamp, crouched over the pros-
trate form of the fallen man. Even in the imper-
ceptible second before he started to run toward the
group, Nikky saw that the silent one, unmolested,
was looking on.

A moment later he was in the thick of things and
fighting gloriously. His soldierly cap fell off. His
fair hair bristled with excitement. He flung out
arms that were both furious and strong, and with
each blow the group assumed a new formation. Un-
luckily, a great deal of the fighting was done over
the prostrate form of Peter Niburg.

Suddenly one of the group broke away, and ran
down the street. He ran rather like a kangaroo,
gathering his feet under him and proceeding by a
series of leaps, almost as if he were being shamefully
pricked from behind. At a corner he turned pale,
terror-stricken eyes back on that sinister group, and
went on into the labyrinth of small streets.

But disaster, inglorious disaster, waited for
Nikky. Peter Niburg, face down on the pavement,
was groaning, and Nikky had felled one man and
was starting on a second with the fighting appetite
of twenty-three, when something happened. One
moment Nikky was smiling, with a cut lip, and hair
in his eyes, and the next he was dropped like an ox,
by a blow from behind. Landing between his shoul-
der-blades, it jerked his head back with a snap, and
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sent him reeling. A second followed, delivered by a
huge fist.

Down went Nikky, and lay still.

The town slept on. Street brawls were not uncom-
mon, especially in the neighborhood of the Hun-
garia. Those who roused grumbled about quarrel-
some students, and slept again.

Perhaps two minutes later, Nikky got up. He
was another minute in locating himself. His cap
lay in the gutter. Beside him, on his back, lay a
sprawling and stertorous figure, with, so quick the
downfall, a cane still hooked to his arm.

Nikky bent over Peter Niburg. Bending over
made his head ache abominably.

“Here, man!"” he said. ‘‘Get up! Rouse your-
self!”

Peter Niburg made an inarticulate reference to a
piece of silk of certain quality, and lay still. But his
eyes opened slowly, and he stared up at the stars.
“A fine night,” he said thickly. “A very fine—"
Suddenly he raised himself to a sitting posture. Ter-
ror gave him strength. *“I’ve been robbed,’’ he said.
“Robbed. I am ruined. I am dead.”

“Tut,” said Nikky, mopping his cut lip. *If you
are dead, your spirit speaks with an uncommonly
lusty voice! Come, get up. We present together a
shameful picture of defeat.”

But he raised Peter Niburg gently from the
ground and, finding his knees unstable, from fright
or weakness, stood him against a house wall. Peter



108 LONG LIVE THE KING'!

Niburg, with rolling eyes, felt for his letter, and, the
saints be praised, found it.

“Ah!” he said, and straightened up. * After all,
it is not so bad as I feared. They got nothing.”

He made a manful effort to walk, but tottered,
reeled. Nikky caught him.

‘““Careful!”” he said. “The colossus was doubtless
the one who got us both, and we are likely to feel his
weight for some time. Where do you live?”

Peter Niburg was not for saying. He would have
preferred to pursue his solitary if uncertain way.
But Nikky was no half Samaritan. Toward Peter
Niburg’s lodging, then, they made a slow progress.

“These recent gentlemen,” said Nikky, as they
went along, ‘ they are, perhaps, personal enemies?”’

“I do not know. I saw nothing.”

“One was very large, a giant of a man. Do you
know such a man?”’

Peter Niburg reflected. He thought not. ‘‘But
I know why they came,” he said unguardedly.
“Some early morning, my friend, you will hear of
a man lying dead in the street. That man will
be 1.”

“The thought has a moral,” observed Nikky.
“Do not trust yourself out-of-doors at night.”

But he saw that Peter Niburg kept his hand over
his breast-pocket.

Never having dealt in mysteries, Nikky was slow
at recognizing one. But, he reflected, many things
were going on in the old city in these troubled days.
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Came to Nikky, all at once, that this man on his
arm might be one of the hidden eyes of Govern-
ment. '

“These are difficult times,”” he ventured, ‘‘for
those who are loyal.”

Peter Niburg gave him a sidelong glance. “ Diffi-
cult indeed,” he said briefly.

“But,” said Nikky, ‘' perhaps we fear too much.
The people love the boy Prince. And without the
people revolution can accomplish nothing.”

“Nothing at all,”’ assented Peter Niburg.

“T think,” Nikky observed, finding his compan-
ion unresponsive, ‘‘ that, after I see you safely home,
I shall report this small matter to the police. Surely
there cannot be in the city many such gorillas as
our friend with the beard and the huge body.”

But here Peter Niburg turned even paler. ‘‘ Not —
not the police!” he stammered.

“But why? You and I, my friend, will carry their
insignia for some days. I have a mind to pay our
debts."”

Peter Niburg considered. He stopped and faced
Nikky. ‘I do not wish the police,” he said. ‘‘Per-
haps I have said too little. This is a private matter.
An affair of jealousy.”

“I see!”

“Naturally, not a matter for publicity.”

“Very well,” Nikky assented. But in his mind
was rising dark suspicion. He had stumbled on
something. He cursed his stupidity that it meant, so
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far, nothing more than a mystery to him. He did not
pride himself on his intelligence.

“You were not alone, I think?”

Peter Niburg suddenly remembered Herman, and
stopped.

“Your friend must have escaped.”

‘“He would escape,’ said Peter Niburg scornfully.
‘““He is of the type that runs.”

He lapsed into sullen silence. Soon he paused
before a quiet house, one of the many which haused
in cavernous depths uncounted clerks and other
small fry of the city. ‘‘Good-night to you,” said
Peter Niburg. Then, rather tardily. ‘“And my
thanks. But for you I should now —’’ he shrugged
his shoulders.

““Good-night, friend,” said Nikky. ‘‘And better
keep your bed to-morrow.”

He had turned away, and Peter Niburg entered
the house.

Nikky inspected himself in the glow of a street
lamp. Save for some dust, and a swollen lip, which
he could not see, he was not unpresentable. Well
enough, anyhow, for the empty streets. But before
he started he looked the house and the neighbor-
hood over carefully. He might wish to return to that
house.

For two hours he walked, and resumed his inter-
rupted train of thought — past the gloomy Univer-
sity buildings, past the quay, where sailed the ves-
sels that during peaceful times went along the Ar
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through the low lands of Karnia to the sea. At last,
having almost circled the city, he came to the Cathe-
dral. It was nearly midnight by the clock in the high
tower. He stopped and consulted his watch. The
fancy took him to go up the high steps, and look out
over the city from the colonnade. ‘

Once there, he stood leaning against a column,
looking out. The sleeping town appealed to him.
Just so had it lain in old feudal times, clustered
about the church and the Palace, and looking to
both for protection. It had grown since then, had
extended beyond the walls which sheltered it, had
now destroyed those walls and, filling in the moat,
had built thereon its circling parks. And other
things had changed. No longer, he reflected gloom-
ily, did it look to the palace, save with tolerance and
occasional disloyalty. The old order was changing.
And, with all his hot young heart, Nikky was for the
old order.

There was some one coming along the quiet
streets, with a stealthy, shuffling gait that caught
his attention. So, for instance, might a weary or a
wounded man drag along. Exactly so, indeed, had
Peter Niburg shambled into his house but two hours
gone.

The footsteps paused, hesitated, commenced a
painful struggle up the ascent. Nikky moved be-
hind his column, and waited. Up and up, weary step
after weary step. The shadowy figure, coming close,
took a form, became a man — became Peter Niburg.
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Now, indeed, Nikky roused. Beaten and sorely
bruised, Peter Niburg should have been in bed.
What stealthy business of the night brought him
out?

Fortunately for Nikky's hiding-place, the last
step or two proved too much for the spy. He
groaned, and sat down painfully, near the top. His
head lolled forward, and he supported it on two
shaking hands. Thus he sat, huddled and miserable,
for five minutes or thereabouts. The chime rang out
overhead the old hymn which the little Crown
Prince so often sang to it: —

“ Draw me also, Mary mild,
To adore Thee and thy Child!
Mary mild,
Star in desert drear and wild.”

Time had gone since the old church stood in a
desert drear and wild, but still its chimes rang the
old petition, hour after hour.

At ten minutes past the hour, Nikky heard the
engine of an automobile. No machine came in
sight, but the throbbing kept on, from which he
judged that a car had been stopped around the cor-
ner. Peter Niburg heard it, and rose. A moment
later a man, with the springiness of youth, mounted
the steps and confronted the messenger.

Nikky saw a great light. When Peter Niburg put
his hand to his breast-pocket, there was no longer
room for doubt, nor, for that matter, time for think-
ing. As a matter of fact, never afterward could
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Nikky recall thinking at all. He moved away
quietly, hidden by the shadows of the colonnade.
Behind him, on the steps, the two men were talking.
Peter Niburg's nasal voice had taken on a whining
note. Short, gruff syllables replied. Absorbed in
themselves and their business, they neither heard
nor saw the figure that slipped through the colon-
nade, and dropped, a blood-curdling drop, from the
high end of it to the street below.

Nikky’s first impulse, beside the car, was to cut a
tire. By getting his opponent into a stooping posi-
tion, over the damaged wheel, it would be easier to
overcome him. But a hasty search revealed that he
had lost his knife in the mélée. And second thought
gave him a better plan. After all, to get the letter
was not everything. To know its destination would
be important. He had no time to think further. The
messenger was coming down the steps, not stealth-
ily, but clattering, with the ring of nails in the heels
of heavy boots.

Nikky flung his long length into the tonneau, and
there crouched. It was dark enough to conceal him,
but Nikky's was a large body in a small place. How-
ever, the chauffeur only glanced at the car, kicked a
tire with a practiced foot, and got in.

He headed for the open country. Very soon his
passenger knew that he was in for a long ride pos-
sibly, a cold ride certainly. Within the city limits
the car moved decorously, but when the suburbs
were reached, the driver put on all his power. He
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drove carefully, too, as one who must make haste
but cannot afford accident.

Nikky grew very uncomfortable. His long legs
ached. The place between the shoulders where the
concierge had landed his powerful blows throbbed
and beat. Also he was puzzled, and he hated being
puzzled. He was unarmed, too. He disliked that
most of all. Generally speaking, he felt his position
humiliating. He was a soldier, not a spy. His train-
ing had been to fight, not to hide and watch.

After a time he raised his head. He made out that
they were going east, toward the mountains, and he
cursed the luck that had left his revolver at home.
Still he had no plan but to watch. Two hours’ ride,
at their present rate, would take them over the bor-
der and into Karnia.

Nikky, although no thinker, was not a fool, and
he knew rather better than most what dangers
threatened the country from outside as well. Also,
in the back of his impulsive head was a sort of
dogged quality that was near to obstinacy. He had
started this thing and he would see it through. And
as the car approached the border, he began to real-
ize that this was not of the Terrorists at home, but
something sinister, abroad.

With a squealing of brakes the machine drew up
at the frontier. Here was a chain across the high-
way, with two sets of guards. Long before they
reached it, a sentry stepped into the road and waved
his lantern.
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Nikky burrowed lower into the car, and at-
tempted to look like a rug. In the silence, while the
sentry evidently examined a passport and flashed
a lantern over the chauffeur, Nikky cursed the tick-
ing of his watch, the beating of his own heart.

Then came a clanking as the chain dropped in the
road. The car bumped over it, and halted again.
The same formalities, this time by Karnian sentries.
A bit more danger, too, for the captain in charge of
the guard asked for matches, and dangled a careless
hand over the side, within a few inches of Nikky's
head. Then the jerk following a hasty letting-in of
the clutch, and they were off again.

For some time they climbed steadily. But Nikky,
who knew the road, bided his time. Then at last, at
two o’clock, came the steep ascent to the very crest
of the mountain, and a falling-back, gear by gear,
until they climbed slowly in the lowest.

Nikky unfolded his length quietly. The gears
were grinding, the driver bent low over his wheel.
Very deliberately, now that he knew what he was
going to do, Nikky unbuttoned his tunic and slipped
it off. It was a rash thing, this plan he had in mind,
rash under any circumstances, in a moving car —
particularly rash here, where between the cliff and a
precipice that fell far away below, was only a wind-
ing ribbon of uneven road.

Here, at the crucial moment, undoubtedly he
should have given a last thought to Hedwig. But
alas for romance! As a matter of honesty, he had
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completely forgotten Hedwig. This was his work,
and with even the hottest of lovers, work and love
are things apart.

So he waited his moment, loveless, as one may
say, and then, with one singularly efficient gesture,
he flung his tunic over the chauffeur’'s head. He
drove a car himself, did Nikky — not his own, of
course; he was far too poor — and he counted on
one thing: an automobile driver acts from the spinal
cord, and not from the brain. Therefore his brain
may be seething with a thousand frenzies, but he
will shove out clutch and brake feet in an emer-
gency, and hold them out.

So it happened. The man’s hands left the wheel,
but he stopped his car. Not too soon. Not before it
had struck the cliff, and then taken a sickening curve
out toward the edge of the precipice. But stop. it
did, on the very edge of eternity, and the chauffeur
held it there.

“Set the hand brake!"” Nikky said. The lamps
were near enough the edge to make him dizzy.

The chauffeur ceased struggling, and set the hand
brake. His head was still covered. But having done
that, he commenced a struggle more furious than
forceful, for both of them were handicapped. But
Nikky had steel-like young arms from which escape
was impossible.

And now Nikky was forced to an unsoldier-like
thing that he afterward tried to forget. For the
driver developed unexpected strength, refused to
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submit, got the tunic off his head, and, seeing him-
self attacked by one man only, took courage and
fell to. He picked up a wrench from the seat beside
him, and made a furious pass at Nikky’s head.
Nikky ducked and, after a struggle, secured the
weapon. All this in the car, over the seat back.

It was then that Nikky raised the wrench and
stunned his man with it. It was hateful. The very
dull thud of it was sickening. And there was a
bad minute or two when he thought he had killed
his opponent. The man had sunk down in his seat,
a sodden lump of inanimate human flesh. And
Nikky, whose business, in a way, was killing, was
horrified.

He tried to find the pulse, but failed — which was
not surprising, since he had the wrong side of the
wrist. Then the unconscious man groaned. For a
moment, as he stood over him, Nikky reflected that
he was having rather a murderous night of it.

The chauffeur wakened, ten minutes later, to find
himself securely tied with his own towing rope, and
lying extremely close to the edge of death. Beside
him on the ground sat a steady-eyed young man
with a cut lip. The young man had lighted a ciga-
rette, and was placing it carefully in the uninjured
side of his mouth.

“Just as soon as you are up to it,”” said Nikky,
“‘we shall have a little talk.”

The chauffeur muttered something in the peasant
patois of Karnia.



118 LONG LIVE THE KING!

“Come, come!” Nikky observed. *‘‘Speak up.
No hiding behind strange tongues. But first, I have
the letter. That saves your worrying about it. You
can clear your mind for action.” Suddenly Nikky
dropped his mocking tone. To be quite frank, now
that the man was not dead, and Nikky had the
letter, he rather fancied himself. But make no mis-
take —he was in earnest, grim and deadly earnest.

“I have a fancy, my friend,” he said, ‘“to take
that letter of yours on to its destination. But what
that destination is, you are to tell me.”

The man on the ground grinned sardonically.
“You know better than to ask that,” he said. “I
will never tell you.” )

Nikky had thought things out fairly well, for him,
in that ten minutes. In a business-like fashion he
turned the prostrate prisoner on his side, so that he
faced toward the chasm. A late moon showed its
depth, and the valley in which the Ar flowed swiftly.
And having thus faced him toward the next world,
Nikky, throwing away his cigarette because it hurt
his lip, put a stone or two from the roadway behind
his prisoner, and anchored him there. Then he sat
down and waited. Except that his ears were burn-
ing, he was very calm.

“ Any news?’’ he asked, at the end of ten minutes’
unbroken silence.

His prisoner said nothing. He was thinking,
doubtless. Weighing things, too, — perhaps life
against betrayal, a family against separation.
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Nikky examined the letter again. It was ad-
dressed to a border town in Livonia. But the town
lay far behind them. The address, then, was a false
one. He whistled softly. He was not, as a fact, as
calm as he looked. He had never thrown a man over
a precipice before, and he disliked the idea. — For-
tunately, his prisoner did not know this. Besides,
suppose he did push him over? Dead men are ex-
tremely useless about telling things. It would, as a
fact, leave matters no better than before. Rather
worse.

Half an hour.

“Come, come,” said Nikky fiercely. ‘“We are
losing time.” He looked fierce, too. His swollen
lip did that. And he was nervous. It occurred to
him that his prisoner, in desperation, might roll over
the edge himself, which would be most uncomfort-
able.

But the precipice, and Nikky’s fierce lip, and other
things, had got in their work. The man on the
ground stopped muttering in his patois, and turned
on Nikky eyes full of hate.

“I will tell you,” he said. ‘“And you will free
me. And after that —”

‘“Certainly,” Nikky replied equably. ‘‘You will
follow me to the ends of the earth — although that
will not be necessary, because I don’t intend to go
there — and finish me off.”” Then, sternly: ‘‘ Now,
where does the letter go? I have a fancy for deliver-
ing it myself.”
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“If I tell you, what then?”’

“This: If you tell me properly, and all goes well,
I will return and release you. If I do not return,
naturally you will not be released. And, for fear
you meditate a treachery, I shall gag you and leave
you, not here, but back a short distance, in the wood
we just passed. And, because you are a brave man,
and this thing may be less serious than I think it is,
I give you my word of honor that, if you advise me
correctly, I shall return and liberate you.”

He was very proud of his plan. He had thought it
out carefully. He.had everything to gain and noth-
ing to lose by it — except, perhaps, his life. The
point was, that he knew he could not take a citizen
of Karnia prisoner, because too many things would
follow, possibly a war.

‘“‘It’s a reasonable proposition,” he observed. *If
I come back, you are all right. If I do not, there are
a number of disagreeable possibilities for you.”

“I have only your word.”

‘““And I yours,” said Nikky.

The chauffeur took a final glance around, as far
as he could see, and a final shuddering look at the
valley of the Ar, far below. ‘I will tell you,” he
said sullenly.



CHAPTER XII
TWO PRISONERS

HERMAN SPIER had made his escape with the letter.
He ran through tortuous byways of the old city,
under arches into courtyards, out again by doorways
set in walls, twisted, doubled like a rabbit. And
all this with no pursuit, save the pricking one of
terror. :

But at last he halted, looked about, perceived that
only his own guilty conscience accused him, and
took breath. He made his way to the house in the
Road of the Good Children, the letter now buttoned
inside his coat, and, finding the doors closed, lurked
in the shadow of the park until, an hour later, Black
Humbert himself appeared.

He eyed his creature with cold anger. “It is a
marvel,” he sneered, ‘that such flight as yours has
not brought the police in a pack at your heels.”

“I had the letter,” Herman replied sulkily. “It
was necessary to save it.”

“You were to see where Niburg took the substi-
tute.”

But here Herman was the one to sneer. ‘‘Ni-
burg!” he said. ‘You know well enough that he
will take no substitute to-night, or any night. You
strike hard, my friend.”
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The concierge growled, and together they entered
the house across the street.

In the absence of Humbert, his niece, daughter of
a milk-seller near, kept the bureau, answered the
bell, and after nine o'clock, when the doors were
bolted, admitted the various occupants of the house
and gave them the tiny tapers with which to light
themselves upstairs. She was sewing and singing
softly when they entered. Herman Spier’s pale face
colored. He suspected the girl of a softness for him,
not entirely borne out by the facts. So he straight-
ened his ready-made tie, which hooked to his collar-
button, and ogled her. ‘

“All right, girl. You may go,” said Humbert.
His huge bulk seemed to fill the little room.

‘“Good-night to you both,” the girl said, and gave
Herman Spier a nod. When she was gone, the con-
cierge locked the door behind her.

““And now,” he said, ‘for a look at the treasure.”

He rubbed his hands together as Herman pro-
duced the letter. Heads close, they examined it
under the lamp. Then they glanced at each other.

“A cipher,” said the concierge shortly. ‘It tells
nothing.”

It was a moment of intense disappointment. In
Humbert’s mind had been forming, for the past hour
or two, a plan — nothing less than to go himself
before the Council and, with the letter in hand, to
point out certain things which would be valuable.
In this way he would serve both the party and him-
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self. Preferment would follow. He could demand,
under the coming republic, some high office. Al-
ready, of course, he was known to the Committee,
and known well, but rather for brawn than brain.
They used him. Now —

““Code!” he said. And struck the paper with a
hairy fist. ‘‘Everything goes wrong. That blond
devil interferes, and now this letter speaks but of
blankets and loaves!”

The bell rang, and, taking care to thrust the letter
out of sight, the concierge disappeared. Then en-
sued, in the hall, a short colloquy, followed by a
thumping on the staircase. The concierge returned.

“Old Adelbert, from the Opera,” he said. ‘‘He
'has lost his position, and would have spent the night
airing his grievance. But I sent him off!”

Herman turned his pale eyes toward the giant.
““So!” he said. And after a pause, “He has some
influence among the veterans.”

‘““And is Royalist to his marrow,” sneered the
concierge. He took the letter out again and, bring-
ing a lamp, went over it carefully. It was signed
merely ‘“Olga.” ‘‘Blankets and loaves!” he fumed.

Now, as between the two, Black Humbert fur-
nished evil and strength, but it was the pallid clerk
who furnished the cunning. And now he made a
suggestion.

“It is possible,” he said, ‘that he — upstairs —
could help.”

‘“ Adelbert? Are you mad?”’
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“The other. He knows codes. It was by means
of one we caught him. I have heard that all these
things have one basis, and a simple one.”

The concierge considered. Then he rose. “It is
worth trying,” he observed.

He thrust the letter into his pocket, and the two
conspirators went out into the gloomy hall. There,
on a ledge, lay the white tapers, and one he lighted,
shielding it from the draft in the hollow of his great
hand. Then he led the way to the top of the house.

Here were three rooms. One, the best, was Her-
man Spier’s, a poor thing at that. Next to it was old
Adelbert’s. As they passed the door they could hear
him within, muttering to himself. At the extreme
end of the narrow corridor, in a passage almost
blocked by old furniture, was another room, a sort
of attic, with a slanting roof.

Making sure that old Adelbert did not hear them,
they went back to this door, which the concierge
unlocked. Inside the room was dark. The taper
showed little. As their eyes became accustomed to
the darkness, the outlines of the attic stood revealed,
a junk-room, piled high with old trunks, and in one
corner a bed. ’

Black Humbert, taper in hand, approached the
bed. Herman remained near the door. Now, with
the candle near, the bed revealed a man lying on it,
and tied with knotted ropes; a young man, with
sunken cheeks and weary, desperate eyes. Beside
him, on a chair, were the fragments of a meal, a bit
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of broken bread, some cold soup, on which grease
had formed a firm coating.

Lying there, sleeping and waking and sleeping
again, young Haeckel, one time of His Majesty’s
secret service and student in the University, had
lost track of the days. He knew not how long he had
been a prisoner, except that it had been eternities.
Twice a day, morning and evening, came his jailer
and loosened his bonds, brought food, of a sort, and
allowed him, not out of mercy, but because it was
the Committee’s pleasure that for a time he should
live, to move about the room and bring the blood
again to his numbed limbs.

He was to live because he knew many things
which the Committee would know. But, as the
concierge daily reminded him, there was a limit to
mercy and to patience.

In the mean time they held him, a hostage against
certain contingencies. Held him and kept him
barely alive. Already he tottered about the room
when his bonds were removed; but his eyes did not
falter, or his courage. Those whom he had served
so well, he felt, would not forget him. And mean-
while, knowing what he knew, he would die before
he became the tool of these workers in the dark.

So he lay and thought, and slept when thinking
became unbearable, and thus went his days and the
long nights.

The concierge untied him, and stood back.
““Now,”’ he said.
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But the boy — he was no more — lay still. He
made one effort to rise, and fell back. '

“Up with you!” said the concierge, and jerked
him to his feet. He caught the rail of the bed, or he
would have fallen. ‘“Now — stand like a man.”

He stood then, facing his captors without defiance.
He had worn all that out in the first days of his im-
prisonment. He was in shirt and trousers only, his
feet bare, his face unshaven — the thin first beard
of early manhood.

“Well?” he said at last. “‘I thought — you’'ve
been here once to-night.”

‘“‘Right, my cuckoo. But to-night I do you double
honor.”

But seeing that Haeckel was swaying, he turned
to Herman Spier. “Go down,” he said, ‘‘and bring
up some brandy. He can do nothing for us in this
state.” .

He drank the brandy eagerly when it came, and
the concierge poured him a second quantity. What
with weakness and slow starvation, it did what no
threat of personal danger would have done. It broke
down his resistance. Not immediately. He fought
hard, when the matter was first broached to him.
But in the end he took the letter and, holding it
close to the candle, he examined it closely. His
hands shook, his eyes burned. The two Terrorists
watched him narrowly.

Brandy or no brandy, however, he had not lost his
wits. He glanced up suddenly. ‘Tell me something
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about this,” he said. ‘' And what will you do for me
if I decode it?”’

The concierge would promise anything, and dld
Haeckel listened, and knew the offer of liberty
was a lie. But there was something about the
story of the letter itself that bore the hall-marks of
truth.

“You see,” finished Black Humbert cunningly,
‘*she — this lady of the Court — is plotting with
some one, or so we suspect. If it is only a lzaison —!”’
He spread his hands. ‘‘If, as is possible, she betrays
us to Karnia, that we should find out. Itis not,’”” he
added, ‘‘among our plans that Karnia should know
too much of us.”

“Who is it?”’

“I cannot betray a lady,” said Black Humbert,
and leered.

The brandy was still working; but the spy’s mmd
was clear. He asked for a pencil, and set to work.
After all, if there was a spy of Karl’s in the Palace,
it were well to know it. He tried complicated meth-
ods first, to find that the body of the letter, after all,
was simple enough. By reading every tenth word,
he got a consistent message, save that certain sup-
plies, over which the concierge had railed, were
special code words for certain regiments. These he
could not decipher. i

‘“Whoever was to receive this,”” he said at last,
““would have been in possession of complete data of
the army, equipment and all, and the location of
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various regiments. Probably you and your band
of murderers have that already.”

The concierge nodded, no whit ruffled. ‘‘And for
whom was it intended? "’

“I cannot say. The address is fictitious, of
course.”

Black Humbert scowled. ““So!” he said. “You
tell us only a part!”

“There is nothing else to tell. Save, as I have
written here, the writer ends: ‘I must see you at
once. Let me know where.’”

The brandy was getting in its work well by that
time. He was feeling strong, his own man again, and
reckless. But he was cunning, too. He yawned.
“And in return for all this, what?’’ he demanded.
“I have done you a service, friend cut-throat.”

The concierge stuffed letter and translation into
his pocket. ‘“What would you have, short of
liberty?" :

‘ Air, for one thing.” He stood up and stretched
again. God, how strong he felt! ‘‘ If you would open
that accursed window for an hour — the place
reeks.”

Humbert was in high good humor in spite of his
protests. In his pocket he held the key to favor,
aye, to a plan which he meant to lay before the
Committee of Ten, a plan breath-taking in its
audacity and yet potential of success. He went to
the window and put his great shoulder against it.

Instantly Haeckel overturned the candle and,
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picking up the chair, hurled it at Herman Spier.
He heard the clerk go down as he leaped for the
door. Herman had not locked it. He was in the
passage before the concierge had stumbled past the
bed.

On the stairs his lightness counted. His bare feet
made no sound. He could hear behind him the great
mass of Humbert, hurling itself down. Haeckel ran
as he had never run before. The last flight now, with
the concierge well behind, and liberty two seconds
away. ’

He flung himself against the doors to the street.
But they were fastened by a chain, and the key was
not in the lock.

He crumpled up in a heap as the concierge fell on
him with fists like flails.

Some time later, old Adelbert heard a sound in the
corridor, and peered out. Humbert, assisted by the
lodger, Spier, was carrying to the attic what ap-
peared to be an old mattress, rolled up and covered
with rags. In the morning, outside the door, there
was a darkish stain, however, which might have
been blood.



CHAPTER XIII
IN THE PARK

AT nine o’clock the next morning the Chancellor
visited the Crown Prince. ‘He came without cere-
mony. Lately he had been coming often. He liked
to come in quietly, and sit for an hour in the school-
room, saying nothing. Prince Ferdinand William
Otto found these occasions rather trying.

“I should think,” he protested once to his gov-
erness, ‘‘that he would have something else to do.
He’s the Chancellor, is n't he?”’

But on this occasion the Chancellor had an errand,
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